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TO 



THE VISCOUNTESS HILL, 



OF HAWKSTOXE. 



Dear Lady Hill, 

May I beg you to accept the 
dedication of this volume, as a slight token of the 
high esteem of its author, and a testimony to the 
quiet consistency "with which God has enabled you 
to fulfil the duties of your station, in which you 
have proved that you consider the highest and 
happiest calling to be that of a humble follower of 
our Blessed Lord. That God may bless you, and 
your noble husband and your children, and enable 
you long to adorn the honoured name you bear, 
is the prayer of 

Your sincere friend, 

CHABLES B. TAYLER. 



There is as .essential a difference between the 
sorrow of ike world, which worketh death, and 
that godly sorrow which worketh repentance 
unto life, as there is between the mirth of this 
world which is vanity, and that holy rejoicing in 
God, and in all His gifts, which produceth thank- 
fulness. Yet who is there that has not received 
a call to thankfulness ? The very least return 
that a father expects from a child for a gifk that 
he has bestowed upon him, is that of thankful- 
ness ; and the child of earthly parents appears 
more like a churl than a child, if he is un- 
thankful. But the great God of heaven and 
earth, the Giver of all good things, pours down 
His blessings upon His creatures; and, alas ! 
how many there are who neither thank Him> 
nor even think of Him ! The poor TswaixsKa 
snd are untlmiikfal, because tTiey wee ^001% 
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and covet what they have not, instead of being 
thankful for what they have. The rich receive 
God's providential blessings as a matter of 
course, land regard them almost as their right. 
They were bom among the affluent or the upper 
classes, andhave naturally no deep sense of their 
dependence upon God for everything they en- 
joy, and make no return of thankfulness to Him. 
We too often behold a case like the following: 
— ^A poor man, honest, industrious, upright, 
earning his bread with the sweat of his brow 
and receiving little more than daily bread, is 
taught by the circumstances in which he is placed 
to feel his dependence ; and, by the unforeseen 
way in which his dread of want is relieved, to 
acknowledge his dependence: and sometimes, 
(alas, not always !) sometimes an almost irresist- 
ible impulse, after some surprise of mercy in the 
way of relief, constrains him to thank God for 
His goodness. He had been brought to a state 
in which he saw no prospect of relief, and thus 
had been led to spread the burden of Im cares ^ 
before Ood in prayer. His pTOjet \va» >a«RscL 



answered, and he cannot but feel grateful and 
express his thankfulness. But these trying 
times, as he deems them, pass away, and he 
begins to thrive in the world, and to rise above 
the world, and the dread of want is gone. He 
is now iQ what are called easy circumstances, 
but the sense of entire dependence upon God 
is now also gone. He has become in every 
sense independent; or rather he has exchanged 
a humble dependence upon God for His bless- 
ings on his own exertions, for a God-forgetting 
self-confidence. Years pass on, and he becomes 
a rich man. He has now received unnumbered 
bounties from God. One might suppose that 
as the mere circumstances of want and distress 
almost forced him to his knees aud prompted 
the prayer for relief, so the circumstances of 
abundance and prosperity would fill his heart 
with gratitude, and draw from his lips the tri- 
bute of praise and thanksgiving ; but is it so ? 
we know that usually it is not. Well might 
the prayer of a wise man be *. " GfYve tci'^ ti'c?^ 
ricbes, lest I be full and deny Tliee, ^cl^l ^«5> 
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Who is the Lord ? The very abundance^ there- 
fore, of God's gifts to man is so perverted by 
the cold, hard hearts of His unconverted crea- 
tures, that they often harden their hearts to an 
awftil forgetfulness, nay even to a denial of the 
great Giver. 

Alas ! what is so common as a spirit of un- 
thankftilness, even among those who are not 
forgetftd of God ; or if there is not a positive 
unthankfiilness, how seldom do we find a spirit 
* of direct thankfulness ! In the ungodly this is 
not to be wondered at. Where there is not a 
sense of God's goodness, there will be no love 
towards Him ; and where there is no love, it 
naturally follows there is no thankfulness : if 
unholy, then unthankftd. Such, alas ! is the 
state of society in a Christian country. 

But we speak not only of the unholy and 
ungodly. We would say to the children of 
God, Need we remind you that the whole dis- 
pensation of the Gospel is a system of free, 
unsought grace and unlimited mercy to a race 
of fallen and undeserving rebels*, anflL^OaaXi^V^^ 
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we thank God for all the blessings of this life, 
and above all for the redemption of the world by 
onr Lord Jesus Christ, for the means of grace 
and for the hope of glory, we do so confessedly 
as His unworthy servants, oflBering most humble 
as well as hearty thanks ? 

This is the language of the believer's lips, 
and we pray that it may be the language of 
our lives ; but is it so ? Instead of honouring 
Him with our thanks and praise, how many 
dishonour Him by their unthankfcQ and mur- 
muring spirit! The Lord our God has gra- 
ciously condescended to assure us that. Whoso 
that offereth Him thanks and praise, he ho- 
noureth, nay glorifieth Him. But, unmindful of 
all His goodness, even some earnest believers 
pass their lives in murmuring and gnunbling : 
discontent has become their habitual frame 
of mind. Everything-anything-one might 
almost say a mere nothing, gives rise to a mur- 
mur. They seldom pass an hour without mur- 
muring; a word — a look disturbs their ^eajce^ 
car Avts their temper. Notliiiig i^lea&ea ^eov % 
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they nmrmiir even at a change of weather — ^it 
is too hot or too cold, too wet or too dry. Alas ! 
ought this spirit ever to be met with in a child 
of God ? The pure, calm blessedness of heaven 
can never be ruffled by a single breath of dis- 
content ; how then can the wilderness-way be 
made to the followers of our Blessed Lord the 
path to that heavenly rest, if it resound with 
the murmurs of the heavenward pUgrims ? If 
really a pilgrim, you can have no cause for 
murmuring, but every reason to sing m you go 
forward ; for who has cause for thankfulness if 
you have not ? 

The following pages may tend in some man- 
ner to illustrate the above remarks, and to 
prove the gracefulness and happiness of the 
life of a thankful Christian, and the fresh 
springs of joy which open perpetually upon his 
onward path through this fallen and ungodly 
world. May God give His grace and blessing 
with them to the reader, for Jesus Christ^s sake. 

Januury 17, 1848. 
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S wo roads are before me ; and who 
I is tiiis, whose gentle voice breathes in 
■\ mj ear, — Do I not know that counte- 
X? It is not to me, that it hath 
DO form, no comeliuess, no beauty. No : He is alto- 
gether lovely. I hear what He saya to me : " Strive 
to enter in at the strait gate." But do I really hear 
this voice ? does it penetrate deeper than into the 
mind? does it sink into my very heart, broi^ht ■ 
thither by the guidance of the Spirit — the Spirit that 
quickeneth, and brings the word, not merely as an 
intelligible soand, but with power? " Thou that 
dwellest in the gardens, the companions hearken to 
Thy voice, caase me to hear it." 1 hear, Mii \ oVa-j ■, 
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I turn from the ^de gate, and from the multitude 
who throng its stately portals ; for is it not written by 
the wise man : " Enter not, and go not in the way ; 
avoid it ; pass not by it ; turn from it, and pass 
away" ? 

This is the strait gate ! there are but few com- 
panions for me here-— a little company. Singly and 
separately they draw nigh : they are warriors, but 
pilgrims. What an expression is there on every 
countenance ! what mingled firmness and gentleness ! 
They have set their faces like a flint, and yet a divine 
sweetness shines forth from the spirit within them. 

There is, I now see, a running pattern of letters, 
forming a rich tracery round the portal. This is 
the inscription : " The path of the just — The way of 
holiness." And above the gate this invitation meets 
the eye : " Enter ye in at the strait gate." On the 
gate itself, are these words : " We ought so to walk, 
even as He walked." This is the gate of which the 
Lord has said, — " Few there be that find it." But 
I have found it, because He has led me, and guided 
my steps ; and I hear Him saying, — " This is the 
way ; walk ye in it." I will thank God, and take 
courage, and go forward. 
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My choice is made, my course is taken. Oh thou 
most gracious Lord, whom we profess to serve ; who, 
that really loves Thee, can turn from the loving invi- 
tation Thou hast given ? It is to follow Thee — to 
walk where Thou hast walked. Was not the gate 
straight to Thee — shall we desire that it may he wide 
to us? was not the way narrow to Thee— shall we wish 
it to he hroad to us ? It is the way that leadeth unto 
life, and I know that it is through much tribulation 
that we must enter into life : Oh let not the soul of Thy 
servant be discouraged by reason of the way. It is 
cMily by the way that discouragement can meet me, 
and whatever the trials of the way may be, I shall 
come forth from them at length struggling success- 
fully through every cloud. It vdll, it must be so, if 
I am indeed Thy servant; for "the path of the just is 
as the shining light, shining more and more unto the 
perfect aay." I may be sometimes sorrowful, but I 
will, by Thy grace, be always rejoicing, and I will in 
every thing give thanks. 

The following pages contain the narrative of a 
life which, in some respects, was a bright illustration 
of the foregoing remarks. How it has fedlen in my 
way, aad whether the history of tko Bie^A., KSl«cl 
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Temple is that of a real individual, I .do not intend 
to disclose. The truth and reality of the principles, 
and the experience of the person whom I introduce to 
my readers, must not, however be doubted. It is not, I 
may be told, the history of ?* man as he is." It may, 
or it may not be, I reply; but of this I assure my 
reader, it is that '^f a man as he ought to be. Little 
known or noticed in the wilderness of the world, he 
went on his quiet way ; his calling was assuredly at 
once the lowliest and the loftiest on this earth ; and 
so he deemed it. He was willing to be the servant of 
all men ; but he seems never to have forgotten that 
he was the minister of the Lord God of heaven and 
earth ; the minister of Christ, the steward of the 
mysteries of God. His calling was to stand between 
the living and the dead, in the highest sense ; even 
between the living God and a dead world. His com- 
mission was ever before him ; and that commission 
was the ministry of reconciliation. He was among 
his fellow-men as an ambassador for Christ ; and, as 
if God did beseech them by him, he was ever pray- 
ing them, in Christ's stead, to be reconciled to God, 
for tliis reason, — that God had made Christ to be sin 
/or them, who knew no sin, that they might be made 
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the righteousness of God in Him. It might have 
been said of his pseax^hiug, as it was of the preaching 
of one of the most remarkable of the servants of 
God's sanctuary in these latter days : 

• 

** 'Twas death to sin ; 'twas life 
To him who mourned for sin ; 
It kindled and it silenced sU^I 
Made war and peace withiu.** 

It is not, however, of his ministerial life only that 
the record is given in this volume : his diary, and the 
narrative which accompanies it, will be found to bring 
before the reader reflexions and incidents relating to 
his personal experience and character as a man ; and 
though the man seems never to have forgotten that 
he was *a minister of the gospel, yet the record is 
as much that of the man as of the minister, — ^his 
life in his family and in his study, as well as in his 
parish, is presented to the reader. The chief point, 
indeed, to which the attention of the reader is called, 
is the spirit of thankfulness which pervades the 
whole life of this disciple of Jesus Christ. His 
course is, in many respects, the course of an ordinary 
life ; but it is brightened throughout by this blessed 
and beautiful light. 
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Thoroughly convinced of his own unworthiness, 
and that he deserved nothing ;— deeply impressed 
with the goodness of God to him, — walking hy faith, 
and not hy sight, — ^he recognized the hand of God 
in everything, — God, who is Love, — God, whom he 
loved and looked up to as His reconciled Father in 
Christ. He knew that every event is ordered hy 
that glorious and most gracious God ; and the con- 
clusion to which he came was this, — that everything 
which happened to him was a call for thankfulness. 
His whole life spoke one language; it was the 
answer of faith, and love, and joy, to a voice from 
heaven unheard by many, but always heard by him ; 
a voice which said to him, "In everything give 
thanks." 

Now, then, reader, come and make acquaintance 
with this thankful Christian; come and read the 
record, which is here set before you, of his happy 
life. It may be, — (God grant that it may be so !) — 
it may be, that you will rise from the perusal of 
these pages a more thoughtful, and a more thankful, 
man ; — that you may learn there is a duty which 
you have been ttflly deficient in, — the duty of thank- 
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fulness : a privilege, a joy, which you have hitherto 
been deprived oi, — the joy of thankfulness. 



How much do we all owe, under God, to the in- 
struction and the examples of a father and a mother 
such as mine. There is a fine proverh in the Holy 
Bible that, *' a wise son maketh a glad father"; I can 
add to it, from my own experience, another proverb, 
namely, that "a wise father maketh a glad son." 
'* Come hither, Allan," he said to me when he sftw a 
shade hanging on my brow— I had been disappointed 
— "Come and read what is written here:" and he 
opened a book which he was reading : it was a volume 
of sermons. He turned to a passage where the leaf 
vvas doubled down; it began with these words, "It 
is written in the Holy Bible, In every thing give 
thanks. He pointed with his finger to the words. 
" What is it you have read?" he asked, and I repeated 
the words, "In everything give thanks." "How 
should you apply this, Allan ?" I did not answer, 
for I could not tell. " I think," he said, " that if in 
everything we are to give thanks, then you, for in- 
stance, should give thanks for your disappointment." 
I fear that the cloud did not clear awa;j \xxidLfikT ^<^ 
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influence ef my father's words. He added, with a 
sweet gravity, " I do not use lightness, when I speak 
thus, my dear child, nor do I wish to tease you by 
needless admonitions ; I feel for you, when you are 
disappointed ; but I call upon you in this, and in 
everything, to give thanks. You wished for sunshine 
and a cloudless sky, but you do not have your vdsh. 
The rain is pouring, and the clouds are gathering 
slowly for a rainy day. We must remain at home, 
there is no choioe for us. We must submit, either 
with a thankful cheerfulness, or with a thankless 

• 

moodiness;-— which is the better temper of the two ? 
Which state of mind is likely t^ make us happy ? I 
will tell you a short story, dear Allan : A gentleman 
travelling in a misty morning, asked of a shepherd, 
(such men are often skilled in judging on such mat- 
ters), what weather it would be ? *It will be,* said 
the shepherd, * the weather that will please me.' 
* Explain yourself, my friend,' said the gentleman, 
courteously. * Sir,' said the shepherd, * it shall be 
that weather which pleaseth God, and that weather 
which pleaseth God, pleaseth me.' Learn from this 
shepherd, my dear child, to be pleased with whatso- 
everit may please God to send you, let it be weather 
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or anything else ; and, in everything give thanks." 
My fjEither had, before this, taught me another lesson, 
— one which, under so gentle and so wise, and withal 
so decided a teacher, I could not choose but learn : 
it was the lesson of obedience. The shade cleared 
away from my brow; perhaps it was knit with thought, 
but certainly it was not again contracted with ill temper. 
Two days after — ^for the rain continued all that 
time — ^we set out on an excursion. It was the first 
that I had ever made to such a distance. My fatheir 
had often said, " when you are ten years old, Allan, 
youshallgotoNant-y-Rhaider." From the hill behind 
our house I had often gazed upon the mountain which 
rises above that wild and lovely valley, with wishful 
eyes, and the promised excursion was the greatest 
treat my father could have given me. I never knew 
the time when I did not find delight in beautiful 
scenery. The morning was bright and cloudless, the 
earth beneath our feet smelt like violets, from the 
freshening rains which had sunk into its parched 
surfoce; all nature seemed to sparkle with sun- 
beaitt.'Wid raindrops : and we mounted our horses, 
my htiiBT his old grey, and I,, my stout poney. In 
the lanes, the dust, which had risen in c\ou^ oti^^ ^ 
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few days before, was laid. The loose sandy road 
across the heath was firm and settled, and the dead 
grass was regaining its greenness on the road side 
strips, and on the hedgerow banks. 

Nant-y-Rhaider was the first mountain valley I had 
seen, and the character of its scenery was quite new 
to me. My father listened with smiles to the excla- 
mations of my admiring delight as we wound our way 
through its deep defiles, where at every turn some 
new beauty opened upon us. Long before we came 
in sight of it, we heard the roar of the waterfall 
tumbling over the steep and lofty rock which closes 
up the end of the valley. This was the chief object 
of the excursion and the termination of our ride. 
Awe-struck with the grandeur of the scene, I gazed 
in silence upon the huge masses of dark rocks cutting 
sharply upon the intense blue of the heavens, and the 
broad stream of shining waters which came rushing 
from their summit into the foaming pool beneath. 

An old shepherd was tending his sheep on the 
flowery greensward at the foot of the waterfall. My 
father entered into conversation with the shepherd. 
They were looking up to the broad full stream of the 
waterfall, and as I drew near them, the shepherd 
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said, in reply to some observation which my father 
had made, ** Why, sir, had you come but two days 
ago, you would have seen but a thread of water 
trickling over the rocks. It is grand to-day ! I never 
saw such a body of water and so great a rush." 

** Allan," said my father, ** can you not now un- 
derstand why it may be well to give thanks for a dis- 
appointment? I purposely left the lesson to work 
out to you its own proof. I might have given you 
reasons, but I did not.' *' Learn from this, that in 
everything, that for every event of God*s Providence, 
the child of God will be doing not only wisely but 
well to give thajoks." 

I spoke of obedience : among the blessings for 
which I am deeply thankful, I must give this a first 
place, — ^that my father required from me an unques- 
tioning obedience. He sought in every wise and gentle 
way to win my confidence. He was the kindest and 
most indulgent of fathers : but on this point he was 
inexorable. If he said that a thing was to be done, 
he taught me, and he expected me to obey— he suf« 
fered me not to ask " why ?" he allowed no reason- 
ings : I had but one thing to do, and I did it, namely, 
to pay an implicit obedience to his orders. "SLeYTie^ 
Hat I could trust Mm, and that I was MVy coxMasaoxja 
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of his right to claim my obedience ; and I learned to 
obey him without hesitation and without a question. 
Yes, I thank God for this, and under God I thank 
my dear father, — I see the wisdom, and I gratefully 
acknowledge the use of such training — the import- 
ance of such a system. The earthly father was thus 
preparing his young child for the dealings of his 
heavenly Father with him, when grown up to man's 
estate. Now that I am no longer a child, I know and 
feel the benefit of having been' taught in my childhood 
to yield an implicit obedience to my parents. For 
instance : the Lord God is pleased to visit me with 
some affliction — I could not question Him — I could 
not ask, " why?" or discover, at the time, the reason 
of so severe a visitation ; all that I know, is that He 
wills it ; and all that I can do, is to yield my will to 
His,' and to obey. At some future time I shall learn 
His reasons, but not now. I must submit. I do so 
(His grace assisting me) ; I do more, I acquiesce. I 
say, it is well! " Not my will, but Thy will O Lord 
be done." The rebellious heart is become the child's 
heart. The lesson of obedience thus learnt, by one 
who walks by faith, prepares him to add, to the pay- 
ment of bis obedience, the tribute of thankfulness. 
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A few leaves of the diary of the Rev. Allan Temple 
are now before the reader; but it has occurred to the 
friend who has undertaken to look over his papers, 
and to arrange some of them for publication, that the 
interest of the volume would be much increased, by 
his introducing in the form of a narrative some fur- 
ther account of the writer. The reference which may 
be made by Mr. Temple to persons and places would 
indeed be scarcely intelligible unless accompanied by 
such a narrative. 

Allan Temple was the third son of Sir Arthur 
Temple, Baronet, of Temple Pleasance, in the county 
of S— re : few families in that beautiful and plea- 
sant county were more respected. For many genera- 
- tions they had been settled at Temple Pleasance, 
the old £Eimily seat. The villages of Springhurst and 
Temple Underwood belonged to them, and they had 
been lords of the manor on that side of the county 
from time immemorial. Their riches had never been 
gieat, nor their estates of wide extent; but their cha- 
ncter bad always stood high, and their influence in 
tke county second to none. The eldest aoiv oi \\\^ 
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family had been usually one of the members for the 
county, and had been always returned by the electors 
without opposition. The Temples were proverbial 
for high honour, and for truth and uprightness. They 
had much dignity, but little pride. They were acces- 
sible and even courteous to all beneath them in rank 
or station of life, and their genuine kindness of heart 
was set off by an honest English plainness, too 
rarely met with, not only in the present day but 
at all times. 

The old mansion of Temple Pleasance had been 
chiefly built in the reign of James the First, by an 
Italian architect. It was of white stone, subdued and 
softened by time, in what is called the Palladian 
style of architecture, and stood out boldly from the 
magnificent pine woods which backed it. Wild hills, 
almost of a mountainous character, rose high above 
the wood behind the mansion, and formed an effec- 
tual screen from the north winds. The house itself 
stood high upon a long green knoll which rose abruptly 

in some places from the valley of the river S , 

and formed a natural terrace of more than a mile in 
extent. Its aspect was bright and sunny, even in 
winter, and it well deserved the name it bore. It 
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was a Pleasance. In every sense, a very pleasant 
place. The house had evidently been built at a 
period when the Temple family were wealthier than 
they have been of late years ; . for it was considered 
by some as almost too grand a mansion for the estate : 
but Sir Arthur Temple and his admirable wife lived 
within their income, and were enabled by judicious 
economy to be bountiful to the poor, and hospitable 
to all. And thus it was that the £Eunily of Temple 
Pleasance had established a character of long standing 
for all those virtues which win for their possessors 
a good name In this fEdlen world : their loyalty and 
their benevolence, their justice and simplicity of 
diaracter, had won for them golden opinions from all 
diasses. They had their prejudices on some points : 
they were high tones, and had an hereditary horror 
of dissent in every shape, which was only exceeded 
by their, dislike of the Roman Catholic Church. 
But all their prejudices against principles were 
so softened by kindness of heart, and gentleness 
of manners towards individuals who differed from 
them, that their opinions were respected even by 
those who were the most opposed to them. 

The old baronet had married late in Me, QXkdi ^«& 
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the father of three sons and one daughter. Allan, the 
third son, and his sister, were bom several years after 
their two elder brothers. The eldest son, Cuthbertf. 
had no profession ; he was a man of a powerful mind, 
and well educated. He' had visited foreign countries 
and turned his travels to account : and though his 
position as the heir of the paternal estate would have 
justified him in the eyes of the world for being with- 
out a profession, he abhorred idleness, and had made 
for himself many callings. On being returned to 
Parliament, he had, though declining a place in the 
government, applied himself diligently to the con- 
sideration and the reform of various popular abuses 
in his own county, especially as regarded the habits 
and management of the .poor ; and endeavoured to 
introduce with judgment and intelligence many plans 
which have been since adopted and incorporated in 
the laws of the land. He was a man of simple 
habits, possessing more talent, than any of his family, 
though perhaps less refinement than his younger 
brothers ; and he was looked up to and loved with 
singular affection by every member of his family. 

Arthur, the second son, was a clergyman, a 
peculiarly amiable man, and an elegant scholar: 
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Being a Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, he 
•was frequently resident at his University, but on 
the death of his uncle who held the family-living of 
Spiinghurst, he left College and took possession of 
the incumbency. His health was delicate, and when 
scarcely nine-and^twenty he died. His intimate friend 
and college pupil, Mr. Falkland, hadbeen his curate^ 
and^ at his request. Sir Arthur Temple had entreated 
Mr. Falkland to hold the Living till his youngest son 
Allan, then a youth of eighteen, was old enough to 
take it. Not a question was raised by the old Baronet 
as to the fitness or inclination of Allan for the ministry 
of the Gospel. He looked upon it as much a thing 
of course that the second son of the family should be 
ordained with a view to the Living of Springhurst, as 
that his elder son should inherit the family estate. 
As for Allan Temple, though in his brother William's 
lifetime his thoughts had been turned to the army — 
he offered no objection when his father told him 
that he must prepare for college and wear a black 
coat, and not a red one — the very words the old 
baronet made use of. 

The parish of Springhurst was some seven miles 
distance from Temple Pleasance, and the famii^ ^^x^ 
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awjustomed to attend at the church of Temple Un- 
derwood, a smaller Living, adjoining the park, which 
had been held for more than half a century by a kind 
old man, formerly a tutor in the Temple family, and 
distantly related to Lady Margaret Temple. His 
divinity was of an old dry school, and his sermons 
possessed but one recommendation, that from their 
shortness, they presented as little as possible of the pe- 
culiarly uninteresting and unedifying theology which 
they contained. As if by common consent, his whole 
congregation had long given up the attempt to com- 
prehend the drift and meaning of his discourses ; 
they were in fact carefully copied out of sundry dull 
old volumes which lay hidden in an old bookcase, 
that was always kept locked; and the only pains 
good old Mr. Jannings had ever taken with them, 
was to extract, with much care, the little point 
they once possessed, so that they might Ml -with 
all the unharming power of blunted weapons 
upon the consciences of his respectable but listless 
hearers. 

Allan Temple was in due time ordained: and 
after serving as curate for a year in the neighbour- 
hood of Cambridge, he came to take possession of 
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the Living of Springhurst It was generallj supposed 
that he would have requested Mr. Falkland to remain 
with him; and several of the leading parishioners 
addressed a letter privately to him, expressing their 
deep regret at the prospect of Mr. Falkland's depar- 
ture; and offering to provide a house for his resi- 
dence, in the hope that Mr. Temple would invite 
him to remain. Mr. Temple, however, informed 
them that he had made other arrangements, and that 
he expected a curate to follow him to Springhurst, 
and that it was, therefore, out of his power to comply 
with their wishes. He had, in fact, heard from 
some other parties such accounts of the strange doc- 
trines preached hy Mr. Falkland, that he had taken 
a strong prejudice against him; and so hi from he- 
ing pleased with the interest and affection shewn 
by some of his parishioners towards him, he was 
extremely annoyed hy it: and thought it his duty to 
get rid of one whom he looked upon as a dangerous 
£Byiatic He determined not to remain in the parish 
until Mr. Falkland had quitted it: and after having 
read himseK in, and done the duty in the church for 
one Sunday, he set off for Scotland on a tour, which 

SI 
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he intended to prolong till the period should arrive 
for Mr. Falkland's departure. 

He was on his way home from Scotlond, when an 
incident occurred, which, under God, was made the 
means of effectmg a thorough and vital change in 
his views and principles. He had arrived in Glasgow 
from a tour in the Western Islands, and determined 
to remain quietlj there for a few days. On the 
morning of his arrival his curiosity was excited hy 
the crowds of people whom he saw hurrying past the 
inn where he sat at hiesikhst; and inquiring of the 
waiter what it meant, he was told that the great 
Mr. Whitefield was about to preach that morning in 
the High Church-yard. The man added, with a 
grave look, and^a strong Scotch accent, that he hoped 
the young gentleman would take no offence if he 
begged him to let him clear away the breakfast things 
as soon as might be convenient, as he was wishing 
to go and make one of his hearers. Mr. .Temple 
was annoyed by the man's request, and made some 
contemptuous remark, but was too kind-hearted 
to disappoint him; and after hurrying through his 
breakfast, he rose up, and asked the way to a quarter 
of the city which he knew to be in an opposite direction 
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to the High Church: adding, mth a bitter remark, 
that he wished to get as far away as possible from the 
methodist preacher and his followers. The waiter, who 
had been struck before by the peculiar sweetness of 
his manners and appearance, looked at him, but said 
nothing: there was an expression, however, of calm 
and sorrowful concern on his countenance, which 
afPected the young clergyman in spite of himself. 
As the man afterwards told him, he was at that 
moment lifting up his heart in secret prayer that 
God might deal with him as he had dealt aforetime with 
Saul of Tarsus, and take the spirit of opposition to the 
truth out of his heart. Mr. Temple caught up his hat, 
and left the room immediately : and while the man 
was removing the breakfast, he saw the young cler- 
gyman pass under the window. For a few moments 
he stood there, watching him, and still praying for 
him, tm he turned the comer of the street; and his 
prayer was now, that He who leadeth the blind by a 
way they know not, might lead the feet of that young 
and amiable gentleman to the spot where the faithful 
servant of Christ was preaching. 

Now it happened, that as Mr. Temple walked 
along, obstinately bent to get out of tioiQ via^ oi \k\& 
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fanatic, as he termed him,^with a contradiction 

natural to the human heart he changed his purpose; 

and said to himself, "I am unknown here, and 

may have an opportunity, if I choose to avail myself 

of it, of judging for myself as to the extraordinary 

reports of this man*s preaching. I have a great 

mind to go and hear him. It would he out of the 

question to do such a thing in England ; hut here I 

can hide myseK in the crowd, and he unrecognized. 

Tell me," he said suddenly to an aged and venerahle 

woman, who was passing along, supporting her steps 

by a tall walking-stick; and evidently making the 

best of her way to that place ; "tell me the way to 

the High Church-yard"! **An yell he going, my 

bonny bairn," she replied, " to hear the preaching of 

the Godly George Whitefield; and if yell just follow 

me. 111 tak ye to the vera place." Notwithstanding 

the quaint broad speech of the old woman, there was 

so much of calm grave dignity about her, that he 

followed her as she desired him, and soon found 

himseK making one of the immense crowd assembled 

to hear the sermon. 

They arrived in time to hear the text given out, 
which waa taken from the 4th chapter of Luke, 1 8th 
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and 19th verses: "The spirit of the Lord is upon 
me, because He hath anointed me to preach the 
gospel to. the poor; He hath sent me to heal the 
broken-hearted; to preach deliverance to the captives, 
and recovering of sight to the blind; to set at hberty 
them that are bruised; to preach the acceptable year 
of the Lord." The extraordinary pov^er of the 
preacher*s manner, grappled, as it were, with the 
young, man's spirit from the moment he commenced 
lus sermon, and held and kept down, as if enchained, 
every fiEiculty of his mind in mute and breathless 
attention: "Though you are all here," said the 
preacher, " sitting seriously in the presence of God, 
with desire, to. hear His word to your profit, yet I 
cannot but think it v\dll engage your attention still 
the more, if I inform you that the words now read, 
seem to be one of the first texts on which our Lord 
Jesus Christ Himself preached, when He came to 
publish the glad tidings of salvation to a benighted 
world.* After dwelling for a short time on the 
oocafiion when the words were spoken by our Lord, 
he went on to say : " These words may plainly be 
referred to gospel ministers as well as to Jesus 
Christ"; and he added, "I shall first endeaxowt \jti 
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prove that every minister before he pretends to hav6 
orders to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ, from a 
full evidence of a work of conversion passing upon 
his own soul, ought to be enabled, in some degree, 
to say, * The Spirit of the Lord is upon me ; and He 
hath anointed me to preach the gospel.'" 

Allan Temple held down his head; the words which 
he j ust heard had set him thinking about himself. For 
a few minutes he scarcely heard what followed, till 
these words sounded, not merely in his ears, but in 
his very heart: — "It is certain there is now a great 
degeneracy through all the christian world; and 
though there may be many reasons assigned for that 
deadness, that lukewarmness, both in their principles, 
discipline, and practice ; yet I am fully persuaded 
that one great reason is this, that many pretend to 
preach the Lord Jesus Christ, that are strangers to 
the power of Jesus Christ upon their own hearts. 
There are many who do run before they are called 
of God; and therefore it is no wonder the^do not 
profit the people at all : a dead clergy will make a 
dead people. It is absolutely necessary, before a 
minister undertakes to presich the gospel, that he 
should have an experimental acquaintance with the 
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Xiord Jesus Christ: a man when he comes out to 
preach, should preach so feelingly that all who hear 
him might take knowledge of him, as the scrihes and 
pharisees did, that he has been with Jesus. It was 
a shocking question which Jesus Christ put to 

Nicodemus — "Art thou a master in Israel? Dost 
thou pretend to be a teacher of others; a guide to 
those that are blind; to instruct others in the nature 
of true religion? and knowest not these things; art 
not acquainted with the new birth thyself." 

" It is poor preaching," he afterwards said, " to 
preach an unknown Christ: for my own part I would 
not preach an imknown Christ for ten thousand 
worlds. Such oflPer God strange fire, and their sermons 
will but increase their own damnation. It is abso- 
lutely necessary, therefore, for all ministers, before 
they undertake to preach the gospel to others, that 
they themselves should be taught of God." All 
this was new, and strange, and startling to Allan 
Templ^ But the words he heard were that sound 
speech which cannot be condemned — they were the 
words of truth and soberness, and of a sound mind 
They might have been met by him with opposition 
and anger, but it was not so. Doubtless on xm^^^xv 
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power was present, and accompanied the words. 
They were the manifestation of the truth to him, 
and they commended themselves to his conscience 
in the sight of God. Almost every sentence whio^ 
he heard hrought before him some great truth, to 
which he had been hitherto a stranger. He thought of 
his own ministry, in the parish where he had officiated 
as curate for the last year. His spirit quailed and 
trembled within him, but he could not turn away — 
he would hear all. " It may not be improper," said 
the preacher, " to relate a story a good man gives an 
account of. There was a presbytery of ministers 
met together, and one of their number preached. 
In his sermon, he made a supposition that the last 
judgment was come, and that Jesus Christ was now 
upon the throne of His judgment, calling His 
ministers to an account. He asked one of them, 

* What did you preach for?*i-says he, *Lord, there 
was a patronage in the femily of £160 a year. 
I therefore took orders to get the presentation.' 

* Stand then by,' says He, * verily thou hast 
thy reward.' He asks another, *what did you 
preach for?' — and he said, *I preached that I 
might be reckoned a fine orator, and to have 
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applause of i^en.* Says He, 'stand then by, 

Terily thou Wt thy reward ;' a third comes, and He 

said unto hiti, *and what did you preach for?' 

Mys he, ' LoKi, thou knowest my heart ; I did not 

seek to please men, and though many infirmities 

have passed in my ministry, I did it with an 

upright design to promote Thy glory.' Jesus Christ 

unmediately cries out, *Make room, angels, for 

^ my dear servant! Thou hast honoured me on 

^ftrth, git here by me on my throne.' " It was a 

quaint story, and though he who told it, spoke 

^th a deep and earnest solemnity, which gave 

^Diost a sublime grandeur to his words, the terms 

^Mch he used might have been deemed offensive 

^ good taste; and had they been on any other 

^tiject, Mr. Temple would have been shocked by 

^em. He was a person of peculiar refinement, 

^^en to fastidiousness. His studies up to that time, 

Wid the companions whose society he had sought, 

had been such as suited the tone of his mind; 

out the voice and the spirit of truth had penetrated 

^ his heart, and its depths, were opened and laid 

"^ to a light which had never shined there till 

fhen, and the light like that of the 8\m ^«a aa^otsv.* 
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panied by a vital warmth which ha(| never glowed 
there till then. The light and the» warmth were 
indeed from Him who is the Sun of righteousness. 

As he stood hanging on the words of that extra- 
ordinary preacher, he began to see and know 
himself for the first time, as he really was ; and for 
the first time the glorious gospel of the grace 
of God opened upon him in all its divine simplicity, 
its fulness, and its power. The sermon was over ; 
but he stood still there, rooted to the spot, while 
the crowd were moving and dispersing around 
him. Some of the concluding words of the preacher 
were still thrilling in his heart. ''I would have 
you, my dear friends, feed on Christ by faith with 
thanksgiving; that is, real feeding on Christ. Those 
who know what it is to be bom again can feed 
on Jesus Christ. I hope some of you are feeding 
on Jesus Christ, and I am sure you have precious 
food., I have been but a Httle while in Christ's 
service, but I hope I have fed on Him, and, O ! 
He is mighty, mighty sweet. May God give 
you grace to feed on Him — as you grow in years so 
may you grow in grace. Let ministers preach 
Jesus, let them venture their souls for preaching 
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Christ" The crowd were almost gone, but still 
Allan Temple stood absorbed in his own thoughts — 
with a deep sigh he woke up from his abstraction. — 
" What think ye of this preacher? " said one who stood 
near him, to an old man, whose long white hair fell 
in waves upon his shoulders, and whose dress decleu*- 
ed him to be a minister of Christ. "My son," the 
old minister replied, "one of those men who have 
turned the world upside down has come hither — I 
say Amen to that sermon of his," he added, with 
deep reverence, " and I thank God for it with my whole 
heart May God give his gracious Spirit to all of us 
who have heard it, and may the world be turned up- 
side down in all our hearts." "But there were some 
mocking and jeering a' the time, gude sir," said 
another speaker. " It was the same in the auld time, 
my bairn," said the aged pastor. " When Paul himself 
preached, some mocked, but others said, we wiU hear 
thee again on this matter. — Gude friends," he con- 
tinued, looking gravely round him, and as he did so 
his eye caught and fixed that of Allan Temple, 
"beware of dealing with the truths you have just 
heard, and with your own souls, in a light spirit — 
may the Lord, in bis infinite mercy, give uutio u^ ^ 
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heavy and sorrowful hearts, till the burden of all our 

sins be laid upon Him, who alone can bear them, 

even upon the Lord Jesus Christ. I am an old man, 

but I have never heard the gospel preached with such 

power and unction, as by that young English minister. 

I thank God for the day which has brought such a 

voice to the streets of our auld town, and to the braes 

of our bonnie Scotland. Gae yer ways hame, and 
I 
thank the Lord God — ^but gae to prayer for the Spirit, 

that the word ye have heard this day may witness 
not to your confusion and dismay, but to your joy 
and your salvation at the last great day, — and ponder it 
in your hearts, that when the word preached, is truly the 
* sweet savour of Christ unto God' — ^it will be no less 
and no other but, * a savour of death unto death,* 
where it is not, as I pray it is to yourselves to-day — 
*a savour of life imto life.'" 

The testimony given by the old Scottish minister 
to the preaching of Whitefield, was in full accord- 
ance with the opinions formed both of him and of his 
preaching by other ministers in that northern land. 
*" I look upon this youth," said one, "as raised up of 
God, for special service, and spirited for making 
new and singular attempts for promoting true chiist- 
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ianity in the world, and for reviving it where it is 
decayed; and I see him wonderfully fitted and 
strengthened hoth in hody and mind, for going 
through with his projects amidst the greatest danger 
and difficulties. I see the man to be all of a piece, 
his life and conversations to be a transcript of his 
sermons ; it is truly a rare thing to see so much of 
God about any one man ; to see one so eminent for 
humility in the midst of applause; for meekness and 
patience, xmder reproaches and injuries ; for love to 
enemies; for desire to glorify Christ, and save souls; 
contentment in a mean lot ; acquiescing in the will 
of God in all cases ; never fretting under any dis- 
pensations, hut still praising and giving thanks for 
everything. It is rare to see in a man such flaming 
fire for God and against sin, when in the pulpit ; 
^d yet to find him most easy and calm in conversing 
^th men out of it; careful not to give offence to any, 
and yet never courting the favour of any." 

Truly does this account agree with the character 
given of Whitefield by the most elegant, and most 
christian of our English poets, Cowper. 

'*Leuconomus (beneath well-so\mding Greek, 
I Blur a name a poet must not speak), 
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Stood pilloried on Infamy's high stage, 
And bore the pelting scorn of half an age ; 
The very butt of slander, and the blot 
For every dart that malice ever shot. 
The man that mentioned him at onoe dismissed 
All mercy from his lips, and sneered, and hissed ; 
His crimes were such, as Sodom never knew, 
And perjury stood up to swear all true; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence. 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule. 
And when by that of reason, a mere fool ; 
The world's best comfort was, his doom was past, 
Die when he might, he must be damned at la^t. — 
Now, Truth, perform thine office ; waft aside 
The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride : 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wondering eyes, 
This more than monster in his proper guise. — 
He loved the world that hated him ; the tear 
That dropped upon his bible was sincere ; 
Assailed by scandal and the tongue of strife, 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forged, and he that threw the dart, 
Had each a brother's interest in his heart : 
Paul's love of Christ, and steadiness unbribed. 
Were copied close in him, and well transcribed. 
He followed Paul, his zeal a kindred flame. 
His apostolic charity the same. 
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Like him, crossed cheerfully tempestuous seas, 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends and ease ; 
Like him he labored, and like him content 
To bear it, suffered shame, where'er he went; 
Blush, Calumny ! and write upon his tomb, 
If honest eulogy can spare thee room. 
Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 
Which aimed at him, have pierced the offended skies; 
And say, — Blot out my sin, confessed, deplored, 
Against Thine image, in thy saint, Lord ! " 

This was the man, the preacher of the everlasting 
gospel, who stood forth as an ambassador for Christ, 
and from whom, on that memorable day, Allan 
Temple received and embraced the vital doctrines of 
the truth. No elegant Athenian in former times, 
had ever more ignorantly worshipped an Unknown 
God than he had. But the arrow of conviction had 
entered into his heart's core, aimed by the Spirit of 
God, and was not extracted thence until the divine 
and healing balm was poured into the wound by the 
same mighty Agent. 

The following day was the Lord's day ; and 
Whitefield preached again on the morning and even- 
ing of that day. Among his hearers, humble and 
teachable as a little child, thirstins iox \ke xoS^ 
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of the word, stood the young English clergyman.' 
The truths he had heard had indeed sunk into his 
soul ; and under God's " Great Ordinance of preach- 
ing," he who had before lightly taken upon himself the 
office of a preacher, was transformed in the spirit of 
his mind, and fitted by God's grace, to enter upon 
the work to which he had before given himself only 
by a formal and outward dedication. 
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CHAPTER THE SECOND. 




" Glasgow, September 29, 1741. 

AM led by the circumstances of the 
last few days, to think very sadly and 
very seriously of The Family Living. 
Alas it has well nigh proved a deadly 
snare to me. I was about to enter upon the. charge 
of more than a thousand souls, with scarcely a 
thought of the awful responsibility of the ofl&ce of 
a' Christian Pastor. Competence — ease — an elegant 
retirement — the companionship of my sweet Lucy — 
my&YOurite books-^my pleasant Rectory — ^the lovely 
sceneiy of Springhurst — these were the subjects 
uppermost in my mind. A vague idea floated before 
me, that I should wish to be a good clergyman, but 

i 

SO vague was it, that I had never attached any 
definite form to it, or been at the pains to do so. 
Xbtt^e thought almoat as much of becoming a s\i<&^^i^^ 
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on the mountains of Wales, and feeding sheep in tl 
valley of Nant y Bhaidir, as of taking the oversigl 
of the flock of Christ's sheep, and of * feeding H 
church of God,* which he hath purchased with h 
own blood. — And what have I been about? — Sendir 
away from the people of Springhurst, a faithful ar 
true shepherd of the sheep; one, whose voice tl 
sheep know, and loved to follow ; and I have be( 
on the point of introducing myself— a hireling- 
mere hireling — among them. Alas, perhaps he 
already gone ! — It may now be too late to recall Iub 
Forgive me — fofgive me, O my God! — What I ha' 
done, I did it ignorantly in unbelief. But I am 
last awakened — my eyes are opened not mere 
from sleep, but from blindness. The scales ha 
fallen from them; and whereas I was blind, nc 
I see. let this be a day never to be forgotten- 
a day to be had by me in everlasting remembrance- 
a day not only of deep humiliation before God, b 
of deep thankfulness to Him. It is the day of K 
Grace and tender mercy to my soul ; may it be t 
day of His power in my real conversion to Him, a: 
to His service. How little did I think that I shou 
receive His message of life to my soul — His c 
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^ the ministry of His church, from that despised 
preacher, that holy and gifted messenger, whom I, 
in my presumption and ignorance, have despised and 
derided — I who am not fit to sit at his feet. But 
I must write no more of this diary, for I must write 
to Mr. Falkland without delay, and not let another 
post depart from Glasgow without its bearing my 
letter to Springhurst. 



To The Rev. Hugh Falkland. 

Glasgow, Sep. 29th, 1741. 

Reverend and dear Sir, — ^After the,8hort and ungra- 

^0U8 letter which I addressed to you some months ago, 

you will not be prepared for that which I now send. 

^®t lije, however, in the very first place humbly ask 

your pardon for that letter; not for the expressions 

^^ contained, — ^which were courteous enough, — but for 

"le spirit which dictated it. At the time I wrote, I 

^^Vf neither myself, nor you. How could I ? for I 

^^ still in that natural blindness of an unconverted 

^eart>-.^I could not see the kingdom of God. But 

^^9 who came to open the eyes of the blind, and to 

reveal Himself to those whose eyes He opens, as 

^ Sttn of righteousness — ^has graciou.a\y o^evi^^ to:^ 
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eyes and manifested Himself to me. For the first 
time in my life I know myself to be a helpless sinner, 
and I know Him to be an Almighty Saviour. I have 
been so miserably ignorant, that I have regarded you 
as a deluded fanatic, and myself as wise and en- 
lightened. But, blessed be God! I am now ready to 
take my proper place — ^and to sit at your feet, and 
look up to you for instruction and guidance as my 
spiritual director in Christ. I beseech you, if it be 
possible, — to remain at Springhurst, not as my 
curate there, but on half the stipend of the Living. 
If you will consent to this, I shall feel deeply grate- 
ful to you, and my mind will be more at ease. 
The benefit of such an instructor, and such a coadju- 
tor as yourself, will be great indeed to me. You 
were my brother's friend, oh, take me in his place ! 
Let me at least try to replace him to you as your 
friend and associate, or rather let me be your pupil? 
Teach me the way which God the great Teacher has 
taught you — ^how to win the souls and the love of the 
people of Springhurst! I am really not fit to take 
the charge of that parish — I am very ignorant, and 
quite inexperienced. In granting my request, you 
will therefore be conierrmg au incalculable benefit 
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00th Upon my parishioners and upon myself. The 

cause of the great change which God has wrought 

^ me I will relate to you when we meet, which I 

"Gartily trust will he very soon. I propose leaving 

^jrlasgow to-morrow. May I heg the favour of your 

ft<l<iressing your reply — I hope a favourable one — to 

nie, at my father's, with whom I shall probably be 

^ a. few days? 

I remain, dear and reverend Sir, with much re- 
P^<5t, and affection, your obedient Servant in Christ, 

Allan Temple. 



'ostscript. — Should it be allogether out of your 
P^'^^cr to remain at Springhurst, may I look to you 
^ ^^commend to me an assistant in the ministry, of 
yoi:^^ choosing. I had been in treaty with a gentle- 
^^^-m. whose sentiments are the same as those I lately 
^^1^; but I have frankly stated to him the reasons 
^^y^ we could not work together. The curacy of 
Sp5:*inghurst was in a pecuniary sense no object to 
^^*^^^^^ ; and in his reply to my letter, he has somewhat 
to^gnantly declined every connection of the sort 
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Temple Pleasance, October 16. 
A letter from Mr. Falkland has arrived. My 
letter found him not at Springburst. He cannot 
return. He has accepted tbe cbarge of another flock 
where he is more needed even than he is at Spring- 
hurst. But what a guide, what a friend I have lost ! 
and that through my own rashness, or rather blind- 
ness! But, no, I have not lost a friend: I have gained 
one ; not merely, I trust for this life, but for eternity. 
How kindly and how admirably he writes ! He truly 
loved my brother, and he tells me I am henceforth 
to him in my brother's stead. He has much to 
tell me, he says, of Arthur's last year at Spring- 
hurst, and of the marvellous change which took place 
under God both in my brother and in himself during 
that last year of their being together at Springburst. 
I now recall several circumstances which somewhat 
perplexed me at the time, but which I had since 
almost forgotten — my dear father's marked displea- 
sure at some of Arthur's proceedings before he was 
taken ill, and the coolness which arose between my 
father and Mr. Falkland. Neither he nor Arthur 
came near us for some months. I remember how 
distressed my mother appealed ou oue occasion, 
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when I found her and my father together, — I re- 
member her words, " But what if they should be 
right, and we wrong!" and she added, "The dear 
child fears he has displeased you, and he does not 
come." She was reading a letter, doubtless, from 
Arthur, and her tears were falling fast over the 
paper. My dear fSEither was unusually stem. Mr. 
^"^tefield had been preaching in this neighbour- 
hood at that time : Mr. Adams, the old squire, as 
they call him, dined here that day ; and he and Mr. 
Jannings were telling many ludicrous stories about 
^» Whitefield, and ridiculing his peculiarities : my 
mother was grave and silent, but my father laughed 
^tii them. The old squire said, that he heard that 
the two parsons at Springhurst were a little tainted; 
^^^ then my father said, " You must ask my lady 
whether your news is true, for Arthur writes in a 
"^^"^ge incomprehensible style to her, and I tell 
her that she is almost as much of a Methodist as he 
and Mj^ Falkland." It was soon after this my mo- 
ther heard that Arthur was ill. Alas, he was very ill 
ft^ the time. She drove over within the hour to 
"P'lJighurst, and came back in great distress; for 
•he brought with her a sad account oi "joot kt^x« 
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He was alarmingly ill, and we Imd not known it, and 
he never recovered. She and my father went again 
the next morning, and she remained with Arthur till 
he died. As for my dear father, he was melted to 
tenderness and love ; all his displeasure was gone 
— ^how well I rememher all this ! and surely it is 
to this, that Mr. Falkland alludes. • 

Good, excellent man ! He cannot return to remain 
with me at Springhurst, but he will come to me after 
Christmas, God willing I and stay with me a month 
or longer, — in fact till the curate whom he has re- 
commended, joins me there. 

He has left some books for me at the Rectory- 
He little thought, he tells me, when he went, that I 
should receive them, as he is now convinced I shall. 
They were my brother's gifts to him. I have deeply 
lamented his departure from Springhurst, but I must 
do so no longer. I must pray for more of his wise 
and thankful spirit. ** I recognize", he writes, " the 
hand of Him who is infinitely wise and good in my 
removal from Springhurst, and in all that has taken 
place in connexion with it. In my ignorance I made 
it a grief ; I now see in it a call for joy and deep 
tbankfulne8S to Almighty God 1 Let us," he adi0$ 
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"rejoice and thank Him together. The language of 
those who walk hy fiEuth must he always that of 
thankfulness.** I see that he has referred to some 
passage of Scripture at the conclusion of his kind 
affectionate letter: at the bottom of the page, be- 
neath his name, I find this text, (Phil, iv, 6), What is 
Scripture ? I do not know it ! O how ignorant I 
^ of the word of God ! and yet His minister ! 
" Be careful for nothing, but in everything by prayer 
*^d supplication with thanksgiving let your request 
^ luade known unto God ; and the peace of God 
^hich passeth all imderstanding, shall keep your 
hearts and minds through Jesus Christ." 

I must return to Springhurst this afternoon, but I 
*^ glad that I came over to day for this letter. 

Well, I must not have that earthly friend and 
8'^de to work with me, as I had fondly hoped, in 
^y vineyard ; but is it not written, " Certainly I will 
"® with thee"; and is not His grace all sufficient? 
Is not He ever present? Has He not said, "I will 
S^ide thee with mine eye " ? What do I need after 
^? what, but a more thankful spirit. Lord, give 
% servant grace in this and in every thing to give 
*«oe thanks and praise for ever. 
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October 18. 
I have no reserves with my dear fieither, I neve 
had, — I never will have. He has at times a sten 
manner, but it is nothing more than manner. I kno^ 
the tenderness of heart beneath that manner : like i 
a warm and gushing stream beneath a surface of ice 
From a child I have understood him, and he has under 
stood me. I have never feared him, except when I hav4 
done wrong, and felt that he wotdd not and could na 
bear sin in me, and that I deserved the severity and cor 
rection which he would be sure to visit me with. A: 
such times I dreaded the keen and searching expres 
sion of his eye, — that expression which is, I ms 
say, almost peculiar to him. I never saw it in ar 
other eyes. But at all other times, when I could Ic 
up into his dear face, and feel within a clear and 
conscious mind of having done wrong, I could alv 
speak to him with an entire confidence. I I 
walked with him, ridden with him, sat with hir 
hours, talking to him with a delightful freedf 
a freedom tempered only by that perfect n 
which I know I must ever feel towards bin 
which I suppose every one must feel in his pr* 
I bave'always been bo certain that he loved n 
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more than most fathers love their sons, so certain 

that I love him as few children love their fathers, 

*^ I have never had a wish to keep anything hack 

from him. How often, when a boy, have I rested 

^7 arm on his knee, as I sat at his feet, and looked 

up &11 in his face and told him all my thoughts and 

^^^es, with as little reserve as to another boy of 

^J o^m age ! How often have I thrown my arms 

^'^d his neck and whispered to him the confession 

®^ Some fault, and wept with heartfelt grief when I 

^^ the pain which my sin occasioned him ! Of 

co^irse I have no reserves with my dear mother, 

^"^t child ever had with his mother ? and who ever 

^^d with such a mother as mine ? 

I^ have many causes of thankfulness, but among 

^®Jaa, few greater than this, that God has given me 

*^o giich kind parents. If dear Arthur was in any 

^^g to blame, it was in this, that he did not show 

^'^ entire confidence in my father. He concealed 

^^tljing^ he loved and spoke the truth at all times ; 

^^ he was always a reserved character — shutting 

'^^lUself up, as it were, from almost every one, but 

^5^ mother and Mr. Falkland. My mother often 

^^^d to win him to speak with aa liUie x^^^tn^ \ft 



46 THANKFULNESS. 

my father as to herself ; hut this only caused 
greater estrangement hetween them, and at last 8 
gave up the attempt. It was not till his last illn< 
that he opened his whole heart to my dear father, a 
the most perfect confidence was estahlished betwe 
them. 

I would not wait till the change which has tak 
place in my views and in manner of life had call 
forth the questions and perhaps the censure of i 
father. I made up my mind to tell him plainly 
my change, and the immediate cause of that chanj 
I had many tilings to attend to before dinner, bul 
ordered my horse to be brought round an hour aft 
to ride over to Temple Pleasance, and determined 
find an opportunity of having a long explanatc 
conversation with my dear father. I had scarci 
returned to my study, — having gone myself to gi 
the order to the groom, — when my father entered t 
room. " Well, Allan, how are you ! I am come to pt 
the morning with you ; to look over your house, a 
walk round your garden, and to see what impro^ 
ments I can suggest. I have a little money 
spare, to answer for any expenses which may be j 
curved in such improvements. Thk is a comfortal 
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house enough for a bachelor; but your dear mother 
thinks, and so do I, that it has scarcely the accommo- 
dation, and certainly not the lightness and elegance, 
which we should wish Lucy's house to possess. I 
have promised her, therefore, to build you one or 
two new rooms; and she intends to give you a green- 
house out of her own pin-money, to fill up the little 
space between the drawing room and the study. I 
suppose about a year hence you will be thinking of 
"^wiying: Lucy will be then twenty-one, and until 
*^ age, it was the wish of her good father, as ex- 
pressed in his will, that the dear child should not 
enter into the married state." I expressed my thanks 

• 

^ Warm terms for his kindness, and for that of my 
dear mother ; it was only of a piece, and so I told 
""*i» with all their goodness to me ; but I added that 
I feared my union with Lucy Harington might not 
"® so near as he supposed. There might be an in- 
superable impediment. 

"Why, "how now! — what does the boy mean,'* 
®^d he, " what new wind has sprung up here ? — 
Not marry ! — ^impediment ! — on whose side, I should 
*i*e to know? Is it not an early attachment ? What, 
•wyo^gQJjjg, to turn Papist, and forsYfeat TCL%\f«xi«vi^'^. 
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or don't you love the sweet girl ? or do you doubt her 
love for you ?" 

" Neither one nor the other of all your surmises, 
dear sir ; but will Lucy be so sure to marry me, when 
she knows I am what the world calls a Methodist?" 

''A what?" he cried, with a look of astonishment 
mingled with so much of alarm, that I cotdd scarcely 
resist a smile ; but I did so. I had no thought or 
wish to smile on the subject, or to treat it lightly, 
or him disrespectfully. 

"Father," I said gravely and calmly, "when I last 
saw Lucy I was a thoughtless worldling. I thank 
God I am so no longer. My affection for her is un- 
changed and imchanging : it is — I can say from my 
heart— deepened and strengthened by the higher cha- 
racter which it has assumed. But whatever it may cost 
me, I will not marry, should I find that Lucy 
Harington and I are not of the same mind on that 
I)oint. It is the only one of real importance. I will 
be true to Lucy, and I will marry no other; but I 
will be true to God and to myself, and I will not 
marry her, if she does not agree with me on that 
point." 
My j&ther had been standing with his hat on, and 
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his whip in his hand ; he now took ofif his hat, and 
laid it and his whip on the tahle, and seated himself 
in a lai^e arm-chair. " What does all this mean?" 
he said, with a very serious look and manner, and 
there was a momentary fire of his peculiar glance in 
his eyes. " Do pray, Allan, explain yourself !" 

Arthur's favourite volumes, which Mr. Falkland 

had left for me, lay spread out on the table ; I had 

been looking over them, and into them. A volume of 

Leighton on St. Peter's First Epistle was open ; as 

it happened I had been reading the observations of 

the author on the third chapter of that Epistle not 

half an hour before, and my thoughts had been turned 

by what I read, to the subject of my union with sweet 

Lucy Harington. It had occurred to me, that a 

fiery trial was perhaps before me. I had laid down 

^be book and prayed for gi'ace that I might come 

^ * right decision, and for strength to do simply 

^^t is right in God's sight. 

** Here is better language than my own, sir. It will 

^P^^ess to you what I would wish to say and to do 

^ttx regard to marriage, and I may add, to the union 

of inyself and Lucy in that sacred bond. * Aspire 

to that good which is the only match for l\ie «»o\3\<r 
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i^liop Leighton, one high 
■.r, Charles tlie Secoud." 
Mv father, " I never read 
■ill now!" 

Mr," I said, "tliat with all 

\e hitherto read too much 

.1 Clarke and Soutli were 

:|iL>re is a sound scriptural 

11 ty and a living vigour in 

ihl my eyes were turned to 

iiu the table before me) 

I in the others." 

i'l books," he asked, "and 

Ivs, part of his library, 
■1, who has given them 

'luide no remark, but 

\i} of thoughtful sad- 

"Well," he said at 

.^igh, " I shall read th( 

.cad them." 

L dune, deal' father ; I liave mo 

ubject of marriage." 
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that close union with God which cannot he dissolred 
which He calls an everlasting marriage, Hosea ii, 19 
that will make you happy either with the other, o: 
without it. The common spring of all mutual dutiei 
on hoth sides is to be supported by love. That pecu 
liar conjugal love that makes them one, will infus< 
such sweetness into the authority of the husband 
and obedience of the wife, as will make their livei 
harmonious, like the sound of a well-tuned instni 
ment : whereas without that, having such a universal 
conjunction of interest in all their affairs, they cannol 
escape frequent contests and discords, which is a sounr 
more unpleasant than the jarring of untuned string 
to an exact ear.'" 

** Good, very good," said my father, " I agree w 
every word, and like your author right well. "V 
was he ?" 

" Leighton," I replied ; "Leighton on St. Pet 

"Leighton! — Leighton!" he cried, "I knoT 
one by that name — a fellow in the reign of good 
Charles, who had his ears cropped off for his se 
and richly deserved it." 

" No, no, dear sir, he was an injured man 
pUed ; " but it was not "he N<i\io Nicole this bool 
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his son, the admirable Archbishop Leighton, one high 
in &vour too with a bad king, Gharles the Second." 

" Strange enough," said my father, " I never read 
8- line of his, or heard one, till now !" 

"I begin to think, dear sir," I said, "that with all 

'Aspect towards you, we have hitherto read too much 

on one side. Tillotson and Clarke and South were 

men of great talent, but there is a sound scriptural 

^^iness, a divine spirituality and a living vigour in 

^^e of these authors" (and my eyes were turned to 

"^6 Volumes which lay on the table before me) 

* ^hich I have never found in the others." 

** And what are those said books," he asked, "and 

^^ere did they come from ?" 

** They were Arthur's books, part of his library, 

^hich he gave to Mr. Falkland, who has given them 
to xxie:* 

I'or a minute or more, he made no remeirk, but 
"^^me more grave, and a shade of thoughtful sad- 
^®ss passed over his face. "Well," he said at 
^^gth, with a deep-drawn sigh, " I shall read those 
^ots ; I shall like to read them." 

" But I have not done, dear father ; I have more 
^ Say on the subject of marriage." 
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** You were reading some excellent remarks on 
love and marriage," he continued ; " and of coarse I 
should not recommend the one without the other : 
no one should many who does not love the woman 
he espouses. But as to your love for Lucy Haring- 
ton, I thought every one who knows you and her 
was tolerahly well acquainted with the fact, that you 
are hoth deeply in love ; and I don't see that your 
author makes out more on this head than we are 
hoth agreed upon." 

" Leighton is not speaking," I replied, " of love, 
in the common acceptation of the word. He is — ^it is 
evident to me — speaking of a higher, holier love even 
than the pure, strong, tender affection which subsists 
between my sweet Lucy and myself. He is speak- 
ing of that love, which He, who is Love itself, infuses 
into the hearts of those who have been taught under 
the power of the Spirit and the Word of Christ, that 
he who loveth wife or husband more than Him, is 
not worthy of Him. My father, I have loved our 
Jovely Lucy more than I have loved Him. I know 
it now. I confess it before God with deep shame 
and sorrow of heart. How she may love me, I can- 
not tell; but I fear, from y?\ia\. 1 Vaio^ of her love 
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to our blessed Lord, and her views of His claims 
upon us (for I fear that she is still in the state in 
which I lately was, — unawakened to the fact, that 
'One thing is needful ') ! I fear that her affection for 
me is very much of the same character that mine but 
very lately was for her. This should he considered in 
the choice,'' I continued, again referring to the volume 
of Leighton ; "and this I would consider with regard 
to her who was my choice, and still is, so far as 
inclination can go, my heart's choice. But I will 
not, I cannot, marry till there is such a perfect 
understanding between Lucy and myself, that we 
may not be running the fearful risk, by our union, of 
endangering, or at least embittering, the peace and 
comfort of our whole lives,' as husband and wife." 

" All this is very strange, my dear Allan," said 
my fjBither mildly. He was softened by the emotion 
which he could not help perceiving that I felt, and 
which my manner expressed plainly enough. " All 
this is strange ; and you are, for the first time in 
your life, incomprehensible to me." ^ 

" I trust the time will soon come, dear, kind, sir," 
I said, " when we shall, as we have always done, 
perFectljr understand one another. 1 m-aXi, m i^<i^'^ 
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\ 

to have some conversation vdth you on the one sutf 
ject which now occupies my whole hesut, — not to tht 
exclusion of other subjects, — ^but imparting, by iti 
vital influence, a new character to every subject 
You remember that miracle of our Blessed Lord's 
when He restored sight to the man who had beer 
bom blind, and the answer of the man to those whc 
questioned him, in order that they might have a 
ground of accusation against our Lord : * One thing 
I know, — that, whereas I was blind, now I see. 
This, in a far higher sense, has been the case witb 
me. I, who was bom blind, and have walked in 
darkness, have been enabled, by the power of a 
miracle of divine grace and mercy in my soul, to say, 
* Whereas I was blind, now I see.' Filled vdth 
absurd and bitter prejudices against the excellent 
man whom, at Arthur's dying request, you placed in 
this parish till I should be enabled to undertake the 
charge of it, I left home on a tour in Scotland, 
resolved not to return till he had quitted the place. 

^^bout a week before I left the North, while passing 
a few days at Glasgow, I heard that Mr. Whitefield 
was about to preach there. Perhaps few persons had 

a more thorough contempt ioT ^liaaX, ^iiXx^j^-tdinttY 
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/Mn than I had at that time. I was extremely angry 

^th a poor man, the waiter at the inn, because he 

gave me to understand that he would like to clear 

away my breakfjEist with as little delay as possible, 

that he might go to hear the preacher. After break- 

«8t I rushed out in the opposite direction from the 

■Sigh Church, where I found he was to preach. How 

and why, I cannot tell you, nor account for it to my- 

^^J but as I hurried away, I was suddenly led to 

change my mind. I went to hear him. I saw a 

young man, not many years older than myself ; but 

"^y he looked and spoke like a messenger from 

^^. It seemed, at first, to me, from the fire and 

^oj^e of his eloquence, as if one might have said to 

^m as Festus said to the apostle Paul : * Thou art 

"^side thyself; much learning doth make th6e mad.' 

^^t a moment after I was reminded — ^by the inter- 

'^ evidence which every word carried with it of the 

^^^th and reality of his address — of the apostle's 

reply : « I am not mad, most noble Festus ; but 

speak forth the words of truth and soberness.' And 

^ ^ght say of myself, as Paul said in that same 

®^es8; it was indeed vdth me as if a light from 

**^veii, above the brightness of tlie a\m, \<«a ^kltl\\v'^ 
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round about me : for truths new and startling 
revealed doubtless by that divine Spirit whose office 
it is to enable us to realize the things of God in al 
their heavenly light and power, rose like the sun 
when he cometh forth in his strength, full before me 
I could not, and I would not, resist the force of hii 
appeals. 

" Father, I thank God that I have seen that day 
It is the one great epoch of my existence, — a daj 
which I shall never cease to bless and thank God for.' 

My father stared at me with widely-opened eyej 
while I was speaking, and then his lip curled for ai 
instant with a bitter and contemptuous smile. "M3 
dear boy," he said very quietly, " I knew you wer( 
enthusiastic ; but I never thought you would com* 
to such an absurd pitch as this : to be caught by 1 
mere field-preacher. I do not say that you are mad 
but allow me to say you prove yourself to be egregi 
ously weak, even to absurdity." 

" Those are cutting words, my father," I replied 

" to come from you ; but I tell you, with all du< 

respect to you and to your opinion, fully owning, anc 

delighting to own, your influence with me, and, i: 

you please, your authority ovex me, — ^fot I have th€ 
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deepest sense of the duty which a son, at every age, 
owes -to his father, — I tell you that I cannot, and 
will ixot, speak of this matter lightly. I cannot he 
smilecl, or rather ridiculed, out of my present state 
of mrnd. I tell you, with all seriousness, that I was 
well ^^are, hefore I entered upon this subject, that 
you Would treat it as you do." 

"AJllan," said my father very gravely, "It was 
^^^^ to smile ; or, as you might have said, but did 
not, — sneer. No : I am as serious as yourself in 
^ ctfiEsdr ; but I have lived longer in the world than 
you have ; and I must say to you, plainly but calmly, 
"^^ X am both pained and grieved to find you so 
deficient in common sense, and so ready to talk non- 
^^se. Don't tell me of your Whitefields, and any of 
"^^ set of men, who have lately started up, as if 
"^®y alone were fitted to enlighten the world. I am 
soryy £qj, y^^^ — ^^^ sorry for you. As for arguing 
^'^th you on such subjects, I do not, and I will not 
**^inpt it. Go, if you will> and join yourself to your 
extraordinary preacher ; and let me hear of you, as 
■«• Appose I soon shall, preaching in Moorfields, and 
Jon^Qg ^ g|2 ^Q vagaries of your fanatical field- 
P*«achere." 
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"You forget, sir," I said solemnly, "that — that the 
inspired apostle was a field-preacher ; nay (I speak 
it with reverence), our Blessed Lord was also one. 
Let me set your mind at ease, however, hy assuring 
you I have, at present, no intention of running what 
you would deem an erratic course. I am not, I 
know, fitted and gifted to he a field-preacher : my 
proper place and sphere, so it appears to me, are at 
Springhurst; and at Springhurst I hope to lahour 
in the calling and ministry to which I have heen 
appointed hy God. I am no fanatic. Whitefield is 
no fenatic ; though men who are in their natural 
blindness may rail at him as such. No, he would 
say to such men, and to all men, — * Whether we be 
beside ourselves, it is to God; or whether we be 
sober, it is for your sakes.' He, and all those wha 
are no longer in darkness, — ^but are children of th* 
light, and messengers of the truth and love of Go 
— ^may well say : * Let us who are of the day 
sober.' Those were indeed sad, sober, nay, a 
realities ; of which he spoke with all the weight 
one who had done with trifling for ever, and 
seemed, as he spoke, to stand in the very 
of God, and to speak the Yiord which he heard 
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His mouth. But, imy father, allow me to say that, 

supposing Mr. Whitefield to be mistaken in his way 

of proceeding, and in his manner of preaching; 

allowing all the pecidiarities, and even absurdities, 

^hich his opponents bring against him, — what have 

*"6 feults of the messenger to do with the message 

^iich he bears ? ! it matters little to the con- 

"®QUied and trembling criminal, who is about to be 

^^d out to execution, by what hand the pardon — ^to 

^^Qh the king's sign-manual is attached — is brought 

i^m. It dispels at once all the terrors of his 

^^ : it bids him live, and not die ; and he receives 

^^th unspe6ikable joy. Such has been my case ; 

°*y, I have received the welcome by which the 

^^^d God has said to me, as the father of his 

^^^timing prodigal : * This my son was dead, and is 

^^"V-e again; he was lost, and is found.' " 

^/Lj fjGither heard me in silence : he offered no 

^^^^ciark. He sat with his eyes fixed on the ground ; 

^t; the expression of his countenance was now mild 

"^^t thoughtful. I secretly raised my heart to God 

^ fervent prayer, both for him and for myself. He 

***■ still silent, and he did not rise. ** My dear 

w," I continued, "I must say one "nioTe \?ot^ \ft 
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you on this subject. I must beg you to bear in 
mind, that I do not speak to you as to another per- 
son. You have honoured me with your friendship 
and your confidence ; and as your friend, no less 
than your son, I confide to you my secret thoughts, — 
I tell you every thing, — ^without a single reserve. I 
ask not for your opinion of Mr. Whitefield ; but I do 
ask your advice — your imprejudiced judgment — upon 
what I have told you of myself. You will not, I am 
sure, refuse me, nor treat my deep anxiety with 
indifference or lightness, when you come to consider 
this matter calmly ; to weigh its great importance ; 
to search deeply into it, as it is set forth by God 
Himself in His inspired Word. I ask you, as my 
own friend and adviser, to do this. I know you will do 
so, if only for my sake, — for the sake of my present 
peace, and my eternal welfiare — ^may I add respect- 
fully, — for your own. Think of Arthur's dying 
words to you; recall the hours, the days, you 
passed with him. You have not spoken of them to 
me ; but I can now, from what I know of his state 
before his departure, form some idea of what must 
have passed between you at that solemn period. 
Tbj3 letter of Mr. FalklauOL^"— ^^ Itaok fifom 
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the drawer of my desk a letter I had received that 
morning) — "has told me much of what took place 
during the few weeks previous to my brother's death. 
I know what his state of mind was : I know with 
wliat mingled earnestness and tenderness you ap- 
peared to receive everything that he said to you in 
^r. Falkland's presence. O take this letter with 
yow. I should like you to read it, and think over its 
contents, when alone." 

" I will do so, my dear child," he replied ; and as 

^6 iBised his eyes to me, I saw that they were filled 

^tt tears. He grasped my hand closely, and taking 

^P ois hat and whip, he left me. But in a moment 

^^f he came back. " I will come another day," he 

^^, "and look over your house with you." Then 

^ stood thinking for awhile ; but just as he turned 

^^^y he said : " You are not to suppose, Allan, that 

youj^ brother, or Falkland, ever went to hear White- 

^®l<i preach." 

** I am well aware of that, sir," I answered ; " but 

** ^as from the testimony of a poor dying man in 

"^^ parish, who had gone to hear Mr. Whitefield, 

™^t; they were both led to search the Scriptures as 

*7^y had never done before, with eamestae^'a, ^>3a. 
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diligence, and prayer for divine teaching, till thej 
found in its clear depths the one pearl of great price. 
They learnt more of their own ignorance .and defici- 
encies, and more of the only way of life, beside the 
bed of that poor dying cottager, than they had ever 
learnt in the whole course of their lives before. And 
here let me say, with reference to myself, dear sir, 
that it is more merely owing to my going to heai 
that extraordinary young man (for such he is) that 1 
have been brought to my present state of deep con- 
viction ; and, I hope, to more, — to a vital conversion 
to the doctrines and the principles of the truth. I 
have, since then, made the Word of God my con 
stant study : I have scarcely opened another book 
and I have never read, or I should say, searched ai 
studied, that Inspired Volume, without praying frc 
my very heart, that the Holy Spirit might be p 
sent with me as my teacher and my guide. It i' 
repeat, the message, not the messenger, to whi* 
owe every thing. It is tlie claims of that mesf 
and of Him who sent that message, that I er 
you to consider." 
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CHAPTER THE THIRD. 



P UCY Harrington was an orphan, of an 
* old but decayed family : her mother had 
J been a German lady, and diBtinguished 
by the friendship and confidence of the 
amiable Princess Caroline of Anspach, to whose 
court and aerrice she was attached before her mar- 
ri^e with King George 11. She had come with her 
royal mistress to England ; and had married, some 
few years after, the Hon, Mr. Harington. She 
died in giving birth to her only daughter; and the 
amiable and , eitcellent Queen Caroline had under- 
taken the chaise of the helpless jlflkut. Her educa- 
tion had been conducted with great care and judg- 
ment ; and she had been appointed, when growing 
up into womanhood, one of the maids of honour to 
tlie Queen. She had one brother, ^'ho\ai\ifte\i'OQft 
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school and college friend of Allan Temple. Mr. 
Harington was the intimate friend of Sir Arthur 
Temple ; and, on his death, he left him guardian to 
his son and daughter. Thus it was that Temple 
Pleasance had heen, almost from their childhood, the 
home of Charles Harington; and Lucy, when not 
in attendance on the queen, had lived almost exclu- 
sively with the Temples, either at their town-man- 
sion in Soho-square, or at Temple Pleasance. 

The death of Queen Caroline, in 1 737, had been 
the means of removing Lucy Harington from the 
court. At the time of Allan Temple's first going to 
reside at Springhurst, Miss Harington was absent 
from Temple Pleasance, paying a long-promised visit 
to one of her father's relations in Wiltshire ; and 
her stay was still prolonged. Lady Vernon, with 
whom she was, had been alarmingly ill ; and, from 
her great age, little hope of her recovery was enter- 
tained. But the good old lady did recover; and her 
youthful relation^und herself of such use to her, 
and was so happy m her society, that she felt it no 
less a delight than a duty to remain with her till 
she was quite restored to health. 
The morning after t\ie m\jex\\e^ ^Mat recorded in 



THANKFULNESS. 05 

the diary of Allan Temple, between himself and his 
father, a letter came from Miss Harington to Allan. 
It was the first she had written to him after his 
settling at Springhurst and formally entering upon 
the charge of that portion of the Church of God 
-which had been there committed to pastoral care. 
He expected one of her usual letters, a transcript of 
lierself, and filled with her usual sentiments ; — her 
admirable sense, her fine taste, her delicacy of thought 
and feeling, and her charming aiffection (for charming 
it was to him) for himself : but a new spirit breathed 
in every word. With a grace peculiar to her style and 
to herseK, she spoke of the deep interest she felt in all 
that she trusted would interest him in his new and 
awfully responsible position. Without a shade of aught 
that could be deemed dictation, she spoke of the 
charge of Paul to the elders of the Church at Ephesus : 
•* Feed the Church of God which He hath purchased 
with His own blood." She told him how constantly 
those most impressive words ^'^Jfceen before ^er 
when she thought of him, and w'iien she had found 
herself almost unconsciously realizing his present 
situation. She had prayed, she told him, till her 
whole iieart seemed subdued with tlie emoXiow^ 
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within her, that their Heavenly Father would pour 
out His Holy Spirit upon him, and so pour fresh 
light into his understanding and love into his heart, 
supplying him daily with renewed life in his spirit, 
that, as his day was, so his strength might he. As 
for herself, she added — From that time, she could 
only think of herself as one who was the wife of a 
minister of Christ: she could not help identifying 
herself with him — ^her interests with his interests— 
her duties with his duties, — ^her cares with his cares. 
Yet her whole spirit shrunk within her whenever she 
thought of herself as called to he his helpmate in so 
arduous and so awful a position. She felt how weak, 
how wretchedly weak and sinful she was ; how utterly 
unworthy to he called to so high an honour, as that^ 
of the wife and companion of a minister of the sane— - 
tuary of the living God ! But she trusted they shoulcL-. 
he made hy His grace, hoth one in Christ (the only-^ 
enduring hond of that union to which she looke<fl 
forward with him)! and she helieved — she would no^ 
doubt — ^but that His grace was sufficient for theitrr^ 
both. Long before he had read thus far, the lette: 
had trembled in his hands and was literally 
in his tears, the sweetest teaxa he had ever shed. 
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^^dd read the letter again and again ; he had turned 
it to see if the direction was to him ; he had looked 
uitently at the signature, to see if it were really her 
name in her well-known handjvriting. " Surely, 
sorely," he said to himself, " my eyes have deceived* 
Die ; this cannot be Lucy's handwriting, or I am in a 
dream." But he was in no dream, and there could 
^ no doubt as to that clear, fine hand, with eyes so 
^ed as those of Allan to the formation of its every 
little letter. She spoke of her aged relation towards 
*^e end of the letter ; of the glorious feith which 
supported her in heavy sufferings ; of the principles 
which actuated her at all times ; the hopes which shed 
*^^ir heavenly radiance over her declining years. 
^*^© had sometimes pictured to herself, she said, 
w*^t a Christian gentlewoman might be ; but how 
^ short her conceptions had fallen of what the 
'^^lity was, as she had found it in Lady Vernon. 
Never could she express the deep thankfulness of 
"^^ soul to Him who had brought her to the house 
^' ter aged kinswoman. 
And now Allan could see it all : the mystery was • 
i Cleared up. It was to the influence of the aged Lady 
ft. '^OMm, under God, that the marvellous c\\8J\.^'^ m 
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his Lucy was to be attributed. One sentence— -th 
with which the letter concluded — perplexed Allai 
'* I have hesitated, my beloved friend, though I ha^ 
written this letter, whether I should send it to yo 
How will you receive it? But no, you will not mi 
understand me." ** Does she mean," he asked hii 
self, " that I shall not be able to understand the ne 
language of this letter; or does she fear that I sha 
accuse hor of dictating to me on points of the hi^e 
importance ? But let it remain a mystery to me tl 
wo meet, or till she writes again in reply to a lettc 
which will at least show her that He who has bee 
hor teacher, has been also mine : and that by E 
grace wo have both been brought to the vital kn( 
ledge of the same inspired truths, and have b 
made, as she expresses it, both one in Christ." 
"And I had resolved," said Allan Temple to 
self, after a long pause, — the open letter still b 
him, — " never to marry even my own sweet 
while the impediment to our union which I dr 
existed ; and if I thank God for giving r 
strength to come to this decision, though it 
my very heart when I thought of it; wi 
deep delight and with what adoring thankf u 
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I receive, in this letter, the assurance that my fears 
were groundless, and that during our absence from 
©ach other, the same gracious Lord has been present 
^th with my Lucy and with myself. Yes, and by 
His Holy Spirit, He has revealed Himself to us, 
uiuwing and constraining us to love Him sincerely, 
^^ecause we now believe, that He has set His love on 
^» and loves us with an everlasting love, a love which 
He has proved to be above every love ; for He has 
gi^en His life's blood as the ransom of our souls and 
bodies, — He has taken our place and suffered death 
^pon the cross, that he might bring us to God." 

October 14. 
*' I have returned from my first visit to my flock. 
1 We been first among the poor. I went to teach ; 
*^3 I endeavoured, I hope in a really humble spirit,' 
^ot to lose sight of my office as a teacher and pastor 
*naong them ; but I find that I am, notwithstanding, 
'^wier a learner than a teacher under many a lowly 
'^f* Not that I have yet found any of them putting 
"leinselves forward to teach their minister what they 
^^'^ider to be his duty (and this I frankly confess I 
^ expect to find — I have heard of such a spirit in 
^^e panshes). In Springhurst, \iowe\eT, \ dio xifiX 
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yet find it. What a touching simplicity, what a de 
earnestness, I beheld in that poor aged widow w 
lives in the hovel, (for it is little better, with its o 
room) at the end of the wood ! How rejoiced s 
seemed to be to speak to me of the letter she had ] 
ceived from dear Mr. Falkland, telling her that s 
would find that her gracious God had sent them 
their new minister, as she called me, a pastor of. i 
same spirit as his brother (our dear Arthur) ! S! 
grieved that she could not shew me the letter — ^whi' 
is such -a beautiful letter — ^because she had sent 
round among the neighbours, as she knew the writ 
would have wished her to do, to rejoice their hear 
as it had gladdened her's. I shall not forget the love 
expression on her aged countenance, the mingled i 
telligence and serenity which spread over it as si 
sat down on her low chair and turned towards m 
and, as it were, composed her spirit to listen wh( 
I opened my Bible ; and, after ofiering up a sho 
prayer for guidance, read part of the 1 4th chapt 
of St. John's Gospel to her. Nor shall I forget tl: 
few remarks — so modestly made, put rather in tl 
shape of questions than observations — ^with which si 
spoke to me of the passsLge 1 bad read.. Not a woi 
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"^^^s spoken during my short exposition and application 
0^ that Scripture, and until, closing the Bible, I had 
ot)namenced conversing with her. Oh, what a mistake 
^© are under in supposing that the poor and unlearned 
*re not capable of feeling and understanding that 
G^ospel message which, our Lord had told us, is ex- 
pressly preached to them. Alas, I might go into 
^^t^ftuy a saloon in the mansions of our upper classes, 
^fore I should hear sentiments more beautifully de- 
8<^nptive of the true character of vital and experimental 
piety — sentiments more fresh from the heart, and ex- 
pressing more of that largeness of mind which is given 
^ those whose views have received their expansion 
^ect from Him, whose Spirit fills all space — than 
"^ese which I heard to-day from that poor and lowly 
follower of our blessed Lord. I could but think as 
1 *0(^ed at her (and my thoughts rested, not only on 
"^6 outward signs of extreme poverty, but on the y 
internal marks of a still deeper poverty, not of mind, 
but of heart), that I beheld before me a lovely realiz- 

• 

^ of His gracious words : Blessed are the poor in 
*P^t, for their's is the kingdom of heaven. I spoke 
to W of her outward poverty, and I could not help 
Qminuseratin^ what I considered her diattesa. N^«& 
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I right in this ? certainly I was not wise. She look 
astonished at the supposition that she suffered fix 
distress. She had her daily bread, she told me, witl 
gentle smile, and who has need of more ? the Lo 
who feeds the young ravens when they cry, had alwa; 
supplied her wants ; and though at times her faith ai 
her patience had been tried, surely He had not call< 
upon His children to walk by sight. She had foun 
and she blessed His name for it, that she had 
often been led to call Him in that place, Jehovj 
Jireh, the Lord will provide: there were oth 
poor creatures, she had no doubt, more sorely tri 
than ever she had been : but whether it were so 
not, she knew this, that it was a grand thing to 
leaming, as she had long been, the lesson which 
Apostle had learnt when he said : ** I have leai 
in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be contei 
I learnt many lessons in that humble dwe7 
but the chief was this, the lesson of tha 
ness. It was not the profession of thankf 
which is easily made, where the good things 
world abound. No, there the inward spirit wf 
tested, there the eyes of the worldling w( 
aotbing but extreme maeTy, tVv^x^ ilie ex 
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faith was truly difficult to the natural heart even of 
the enlightened believer; but there it manifestly 
shone forth, emitting a gentle radiance which spread 
itself over all that was coarse and common. The 
sweet spirit of contentment was there ; but there 
was more, tliere was a higher spirit present,— 
there was thankfulness. And thus the first lesson 
that I have learnt on entering upon the duties of my 
calling, in this place, the first visit that I have made, 
has renewed the lesson (which I ever desire to be 
learning, which I trust I never may forget whenever 
I go among this interesting people), on that text from 
which I received instruction at an early age from my 
Qvm dear father. How gladly I recur to his words, 
to the disappointment of my boyhood, to the moun- 
tain valley, and the rushing waterfall, where I was 
taught to imderstand the wisdom of that expressive 
passage of Scripture : "In everything give thanks." 
In another house I was as much struck by the 
repulsive expression of the mistress, the mother of 
two little girls, who were helping her in folding and 
ironing a basket of newly-washed linen, with all the 
method and neatness of grown-up women. They had 
been evidently welJ taught by tlieit mo\ltiftT* ^i 
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visit, at such a busy time, must have been an intei 
ruption, and I expected to see an additional clou 
upon her heavy brow; but I was mistaken. Th 
spirit within was quite unlike its earthly tabernacle 
though, perhaps, the countenance had originall; 
derived much of its unpleasant expression from tha 
spirit, in its unchanged state. 

Seeing my Bible in my hand, she asked respect 
fully, if I had intended to read to them ; and on m; 
telling her that I had wished to do so, but that '. 
would come at a more convenient time (the word 
" more convenient " probably struck her), she k 
plied, that she well knew it to be a foolish and 
fatal mistake to put off, as Felix had done, to a mc 
convenient season, the hearing of such a message 
that which our Lord has sent to us in His H 
Scriptures. I told her, that I saw by her spirit 
she had been brought to put the things of God ii 
first place, and that I should delight to read U 
but that I still thought it would be as well to 
on the following day. ** Sir," she said quietly 
am to prefer the word of God more than my 
sary food — shall I not also prefer it to my ne 
work ? Besides, sir, we a\ia\\ Ws'e lime, and 1 
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to get through the ironing of this linen — it is but a 
small wash — ^long before night-fall, and have it all 
out of the way, and straight and tidy before the 
master comes home. He is out at work at a dis- 
tance to-day, and has taken his dinner with him. 
We must not be cumbered about many things, or 
any thing; for one thing is needful. Kindly allow 
us th^n to choose that good part — and to hear the 
word of Christ. Mary, set a chair for the minister; 
and Nanny, do you draw out the round table and set 
it before him, while I put the irons down to the fire. 
And now, sir," she added, having replaced her coarse 
apron with a white one, and curtseying as she spoke, 
"we are at your service; and may the Spirit of the 
Lord be with you, and with us, as you read to us 
from that blessed book. We shall go back to our 
work with new spirit after the sweet refreshment of 
those words of life. Cleanliness is, they say, next 
to godliness — how that may be I know not — but I 
know I love cleanliness ; still I am sure it must not 
be put before godliness — as it would be, by us, if we 
thought so much of our clean linen, as to prefer going 
on with getting it up, to hearing the words of eternal 
life." 
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Surely I have cause to be thankful here also, 
find 80 refreshing a spirit in another member of 
flock! 



October 16th. 
Two of the persons among my parishioners ^ 
had been so anxious to keep Mr. Falkland amc 
them, were a Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt. — They w 
in fact the individuals who had offered to provid 
house for him at their own expense ; and it was 
Mr Harcourt that I had addressed my reply, co 
teously but decidedly declining the offer of the hoi 
and saying that I had made other arrangements, t 
that I had engaged a curate, and should theref 
require no farther assistance. I found on my reti 
from a round of parochial visits the day before j 
terday that Mr. Harcourt had called in my absei 
— ^his card was lying on my study table. The H 
courts belong to the same class of life as myself, s 
their estate of Springhead belonged formerly to 
family, but was purchased by Mr. Harcourt's gra 
father, of a great-uncle of mine who resided the 
There is no spot in this immediate neighbourhc 
80 lovely as the deep greexi Nall^Y which forms 
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doxnain. The situation of Temple Pleasance is grand- 
©>•, l)ut not nearly so beautiful as that of the mansioii 
of Springhead. The valley itself is very like the 
sweet valley of Gresford in Denbighshire — a clear 
'Wght river flowing with graceful windings between 
lofty but sloping hills covered with the greenest ver- 
^*ire, and in some places finely wooded with groves 
of* noble trees. The vale of Springhead is to me 
* still more charming spot ; perhaps I prefer it for 
possessing a more secluded character. The stream is 
^ bright as that of the Welsh river, but the opposite 
l^ills are higher, and approach nearer to each other, 
•'id the trees are of larger girth and more luxuriant 
«>liage. The stillness which seems to prevail there, 
^^'^feen only by the gurgling of the river and the 
^^^^tling of birds; the deep greenness of the ver- 
^^^^^ and of the spreading trees, has sometimes sunk 
"^ough the ear and through the eye into the depths 
^^ ilay heart like the very spirit of quietness. 

^y father had been on intimate terms with Mr. 
^'^Jxx)urt's uncle, an old bachelor of eccentric habits, 
""^ a feunous fox hunter in his day, always riding 
**^ finest horses in the country, and celebrated for 
*®^ding the &eld; but since his neijAi©^ \i^ ^jvxfj.- 
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ceeded to the place, our fiamilies bad rarely met. My 
parents had called on Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt, and 
they had returned the call, but they had declined an 
invitation to one of the great dinner parties at Temple 
Pleasance. They had never been seen at the county 
balls ; and when a boy I had sometimes heard my father 
say that he supposed Mr. Harcourt was as strange a 
fish as his old uncle, only in another way, which he 
suspected might not be a pleasanter one. Still the 
character of the Harcourts, so far as they knew" 
anything about them, stood high with both my dear 
parents. They had met once or twice at the Rectorjr 
during mybrother's illness, Mr. Harcourt never having 
omitted a day calling to inquire about him. Since thai 
time my father had spoken of Mr. Harcourt as one 
of the most well-bred gentlemen in the county ; anc 
he was no doubt a downright good man, though sinj 
gular in some of his ideas, and perhaps righteour 
over much. Today I have returned Mr. HarcourtV 
call. I must own that I looked forward with some littlJ 
uneasiness to the visit. I felt that they might wit3» 
reason entertain a prejudice against me. I was jui^ 
setting off on my walk to Springhead, when the letteitf 

were brought in; one irom Ij\xc.^,\?\i\Oft. 1 ^ut isar^ 
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^y breast pocket after having pressed my lips to the 

^®ftl, reserving the reading of it to some quiet nook 

^ the lovely vale of Springhead ; the other from 

^r. Falkland, which I opened immediately and 

^ad as I walked along. I could not help smiling as 

^ read in the postscript, " I know you will like the 

flarcourts ; I trust you will be much together ; I am 

^^tte you will be — for you are of one mind and one 

heart on the one subject." I was pleased with what I 

^^ad, but I said to myself (such is one's natural spirit 

^^ contradiction) I am not quite so sure I shall like the 

Harcourts ; I never did like eccentric persons, and 

whatever Mrs. Harcourt may be, I rather suspect he 

^ one of your eccentric characters. After reading 

^y Lucy's charming letter on the gnarled root of 

^^ old tree by the river side, and forgetting all 

^^se for an hour or more as I mused on its con- 

^^ts, I hastened on to pay my visit. Mr. and 

"^1^. Harcourt were at home, and I was shewn 

• 

^^ a large and pleasant room, the library, com- 
'^^^anding an exquisite view of the green and fairy 
^all^y beneath. A book was lying open on the table 
^^ar the window, one that I had never met with 
^fore ; it was Herbert's Poems, and 1 coxiV^ licX 
'^9ist reading a few lines. 



** A book which 1 must have I" I said to myself as 
the door opened, and Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt entered. 
Where were all my prejudices gone ? I had not been 
half an hour with them before all were gone, and 
they had won their way so feir into my heart, 
that I was saying to myself, I may indeed thank God 
for giving me such parishioners among my flock, and 
such companions for myself. I now ask myself what«::^^^t 
it is that so immediately won me ? I find no difficul- — -^' 
ty in answering. It is their genuine kindness of heart.— 
True indeed it is, — ^who does not bear witness froi 
his own experience to this truth?— that the law ofti' 
kindness always wins its gentle way with irresistible 
power. Their looks and words breathed the vei 
spirit of kindness ! IIow kindly they welcomed me I 
and there was at the same time a simple sincerity ii 
all that they said, which commanded one's respect.^ 
They are persons of middle age, with nothing re-^^*^ 
markable about their appearance, but that expressioi^^^^^^^ 
and manner which evidently betokens a higher kinc» -•— ** 
of life than that which we find in worldly society^^zA^f' 
There seems no narrowness of mind about them, il-^c:^'^ 
peculiarity of phrase, but there is at the same time i 
utter absence of all that is \aiii and trifling in tii«=a 
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c^^^^Tersation. And now and then a remark was 

le, an expression dropped, — even with regard to 

commonest matters, — ^which, though it might be 

"^^"t the straw on the stream, shewed plainly enough 

^^^^^tt the flow of the whole current was in one direo 

^on. They are spoken of as singular ; and doubtless 

uaeie is a godly singularity about them on all sub- 

J^cts where principle to God is concerned ; there is no 

^^xigularity in trifles. They seem the very opposite of 

^at description of character of whom our Lord hath 

®^d, * They strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel.' " 

^e conversed, however, on some subjects which 

' "^©re wholly of a religious character, — for their 

**^ot[ghts seemed naturally to take an upward di- 

*'^ction : the love of Him, whose love to them con- 

^^tuted their chief happiness, seemed sweetly to 

^^Jistrain them to speak of Him. They told me 

^^ch about my departed brother and his friend, 

^J^. Falkland ; and many little circumstances con- 

^©cted with the change which took place in them, 

^^©ply interesting to me, and known probably only 

^ themselves. " Nothing, however," they said, 

*^ struck them so much, as the humility pro- 

I *tU5ed hfdiat change; perhaps the \)eat t^tooI^ ^ 
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they added, " of the existence of the mind that was 
Christ Jesus,— which was spoken of by the apC 
tie, as preeminently His mind." Mr. Harcoa 
made an observation, which struck me, on th 
fundamental grace. "It was remarkable," he 8ai( 
"that pride should be accounted the characterist 
sin of him who was cast down from heaven to tl 
lowest depths of degradation in hell ; humility tl 
characteristic grace of Him Who occupies the higl 
est place — far above all power and dominion an 
glory in heaven: and added, that humility can 
therefore recommended to us as with a royal grac 
attached to it, since the Christ of God, and King • 
kings. Who might have come down to earth arraye 
in robes of glory, had worn the dusky garment 
humility. Surely, said he, we read in this an ini 
mation not to be mistaken, — if we would receive tl 
lesson, — that, since it was thus that our Divia 
Master appeared among us, leaving us an exampl 
we. His servants, should desire to be also clothe 
with humility. We see, in fact, that it is thus t3 
loveliest and rarest graces adorn men of a humb 
heart : and the cause may easily be traced to ^ 
fact, — that God givetlo. gt^yce \» \)Cife Wmble, H< 
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Striking is the exhortation of the apostle Peter on 

^^bis point ! how affecting, as coming from the lip6 

^^ liim who had heen, at one time, the most arro- 

gooat and self-sufl&cient of our Lord's disciples ; * All 

^^ you be subject one to another, and be clothed 

^th humility ; for God resisteth the proud, and 

S'lveth grace to the himible.' But alas !" he con- 

^ijiiied, gravely, "it is easy to talk about humility ; 

^o^ different, and how difficult a thing it is to be 

^'^aOly humble." ^ 

I came away feeling that it was good to be in the 
^^liipany of such persons as Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt, 
^^<3 hoping that I had learnt something worth 
^^"taining in that visit. 

1 may thank God that the lines are fallen to me 

^^ pleasant places. This valley was lovely in my 

®y^8 before ; but it has now assumed to me a higher 

c«ajacter of loveliness. It is, indeed, a fair type 

^^ its possessors : nature has given to it the charm 

^^th. grace has given to them. 



October 18.— The Lord's Day. 
1 hmnbly and heartily thank God for the mercies 
w thz^ dajr. Its services had presented slixio^X. «2cl 
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awful character to me, for I felt that I had before 
performed the duties of my ministry as a hireling, 
and that, for the first time, I had come to feed the 
flock of Christ's sheep as a pastor. The weight oi 
my responsibility oppressed me so heavily, that ] 
felt my heart almost die within me ; and it wat 
only after wrestling with that unseen and gloriom 
Being, the sense of Whose presence at once alarmec 
and strengthened me, that I was enabled to leay( 
my study, for the church, with any thing like self 
possession. Surely the calm which gradually cami 
over my whole inward frame was immediately fron 
Him Who rebukes the winds and the waves, — foi 
I w£is calm ; and I stood up to commence the sei 
vices of the day as if One stood by my side an 
strengthened me. It seemed to me, from time fl 
time, as if the breathings of a still, small voic 
came close to me with these words of strong assiv 
ance : " I will never leave thee, nor forsake the€9 
And now the blessed labours of the day are ovs 
I sit alone in this silent room, and I think on iM 
mercies of my God to me this day. My strong 
has been, I now see, that sense of entire depeim 
ence upon Him which, kei^l lae, «c& \\. ^^^x^^ aVbaffM 
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^ "the arm which upheld me, looking to the eye 

which directed me, and calling to Him from the 

^^pths of my soul, Now, gracious Lord, give me more 

^gtt ; now, Lord, put forth Thy strength. Ah, 

^ l)egm to comprehend those wonderful words : 

'* Strengthened with might, by Thy Spirit, in the 

muer man". They have become a reality to me. I 

preached, in the morning, on this Scripture : " I 

*^ crucified with Christ, nevertheless I live; yet 

^^t I, but Christ liveth in me : and the life that I 

^iow live, I live by faith in the Son of God, who 

Wed me, and gave Himself for me." — Gal. ii. 20. 

-At the evening service my text was from the 
"salms: "Thy Word is very pure, therefore Thy 
Bryant loveth it." I think that every word I spoke 
^ ay people came glowing with the warmth of my 
^^^ heart ; but I could not, and I did not, refer to 
'^^yself. I had well-nigh fallen into the snare ; for 
truly it was from God's dealings with my own 
*^^art, that I had learnt to speak of His dealings 
^ft the hearts of others. This had not been the 
^^e with me before. I had often preached ; but I 
*^ not, and I could not, have spoken, or preached, 
**^ which I knew, or testified that wbidi l\i«A ^fee\i. 
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My mind had exercised itself mth weaving togethei 
a certain set of ideas, partly spun out of my owi 
brain, partly borrowed from the brains of others 
into as delicate a web as I could fabricate. 

How well, indeed, do I remember the way ii 
which I set to work when composing my sermons 

■ 

the care that I took- to shape some dull abstractiot 
into a kind of polished essay; and, after I hai 
completed the vapid and unmeaning effusion, 
sought for some text of Scripture to serve mereL 
as a peg to hang the flimsy production upon. Soma 
times I attempted a labored argument, sometime 
a pathetic appeal to the feelings ; but oh ! the cofl 
science was overlooked, — ^the souls of my hearea 
starved ! That name, which is the only prevafi 
ing name with God, — the only way of salvation « 
sinners,-7-was scarcely, or ever, mentioned. Ar: 
so fer from setting forth the doctrine of the HoU 
Spirit as the only power by which we are enable 
to realize the things of God, I omitted it^^gethetf 
and if I thought about it at all, it was only to rep' 
diate it as the mystical fancy of enthusiasts, 
is sedd of Whitefleld, that every sermon that ft 
preached was first read and ^to^ed wer on \m 
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Who then can wonder that our gracious 

•LiOTcl has made the preaching so acceptable, and 

^^ successful, when we know that the preacher's 

<5 Wef desire, and constant aim, is to honor Him, and 

^ liang, as it were, in entire dependence upon Him." 



[From Lady Vernon to Miss Harcourt.] 

My dear friend, — Two months ago, had any one 
^Id me that I should ever hold a pen in my fingers 
^8*Un, I should have shook my head, and answered, 
" — ^never. I have been brought down, almost to the 
^^^I'ders of the grave, by a low fever, followed by 
^^at exhaustion. But it has been ordered ether- 
ise by the great Disposer of all. I am fast reco- 
^^riag. I owe my restoration to health, under 
, ^od, chiefly to the tender care and watchfulness 
^* a young kinswoman of mine, who has now been 
^y guest for some length of time. She came to 
'^^^s little thinking that her visit would impose 
^Pon her the^ ofl&ce of a nurse. I was in my usual 
^^te of health when she came, and I was anxious 
I ^ make her stay as agreeable as possible to her ; 
I wxt the dear child had scarcely been in the house 
J * ^Tt^ht, when I took cold in one oi o\vt \o\i^ 
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pleasant drives, and was, in consequence, laid u^ 
with a fever, which affected this poor old frame ^ 
mine so sensibly, that the doctors had, for soin^ 
days, no thought of my recovery. At the heigbtf 
of the disorder, I was delirious for some length cc 
time ; and the first person whom I saw, when '. 
was able to notice anything, was my poor Luc^ 
sitting by my bed-side, and smiling sweetly upoc 
me. She had been, all the while, my watchful an 
tender nurse; tending me night and day, withoir 
a thought of herself. I would have sent her off tr 
bed, — for I saw, from her pale fece, how wearies 
and exhausted she was, — ^but, holding up her finger 
to forbid me the exertion of speaking, she told vc 
that anxiety, not fatigue, had tired her; and thfl 
the joy of vntnessing my returning health woul 
soon restore her. The next day, — ^but not before,— 
I prevailed on her to take a few hours' repose 5 
her own room. Afterwards, however, she had a b^ 
made up for herself in my dressing-room, and ther: 
she slept till she left me. She went this momiir 
at an early hour; and I have felt her absent 
keenly, for she has wound herself roimd my heajie 
What a different person 1 \iaA ^x^wiXftd, SB 
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iia.<i \)een one of the maids of honour to our late 
^ivieen ; and I thought to find in her a fine lady of 
*^^ court, -with all kinds of modish airs ahout her. 
I 'Was most agreeably disappointed. She had not 
*^^^eTi spoilt, though for two years living in a danger- 
^^is atmosphere. The first thing that struck me 
^^ her, was her charming naivete, and even play- 
^iilness, which owes its chief attraction to her un- 
^^<Bcted modesty and propriety. In my yoimger 
^ys I was much in the world, and had many oppor- 
tunities of judging character; but I have seldom 
^*iet with 80 sweet a young woman, or one so per- 
fectly feminine, as Lucy Harington. I must own 
^*^^t, in my eyes, our sex has lost almost its chief 
'"^tural grace, when a woman is not feminine. I 
®^^o. found myself taking a deep interest in my 
^^Ung kinswoman. I foimd she had received a 
^^lid. education ; and, with all her light playfulness, 
v^^aork you, it is utterly distinct from levity), I saw 
^^ti she possessed superior powers of mind — ^had 
**Ovight seriously, if not profoundly, on some sub- 
J^^ts, and had turned her reading to good account. 
^t; on one subject, — ^that which is alone of real 
*rtance, — I discovered that she vias «i.\o%<b>ik'et 
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ignorant. I spoke to her of the blindness and corn 
raption of the natural heart, and of that gracious 
Being Who came down from heaven to open our 
blind eyes, and to cleanse us from our guilt and 
sins, in His own blood. Though too well-bred to 
interrupt me, or to set up her opinion in opposition 
to mine, her indifference— nay, I may term it dead- 
ness — ^was so deplorable, that niy spirit felt op- 
pressed with unspeakable heaviness. I might as 
well have played an air of Handel's to ears without 
the faculty of hearing. The sense, or feu^ulty o^ 
conceiving any thing of the nature of those vital — 
truths which form the essential character of oui= 
holy faith, had not yet been given to her. Dear? 
child, I sometimes left her, after having seen hec 
utter want of perception, or interest, on such points, 
to retire to my closet, and pray for her,^-oftei 
mingling my tears with my prayers. But, not 1 
be tedious, let me tell you that my prayers ha- 
been graciously answered. 

When I began to recover sufficiently to conve 
again with Lucy, I bethought myself of the 
way,— that which I had not tried, — that by w' 
/ might alone entertain any Teasom\ile ^rour 
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leading her careless mind to the serious considera- 
tion of divine things. She had brought her draw- 
ing materials into my room, and was sitting at my 
round table, finishing some views which she had 
sketched in this neighbourhood: (her drawings, I 
must tell you, are first-rate) : neither of us had 
spoken for some length of time. She lifted up her 
sweet face, and, Ipoking at me — my eyes were then 
fixed on her — she smiled — as she has since told 
me — ^to see how very much better I looked. 

"It has just occurred to me," she said, **that 
you would perhaps like me to read to you." 

" I should like it of all things, dear child." 

" What shall I read ?" 

" There is but one book that I should care to 
hear, or could listen to now, Lucy." 

"May I bring it?" 

"It is there, my child," pointing to my Bible, 
which lay near at hand, on the toilet-table. She 
blushed deeply ; but instantly rose and took up 
the book. She did not open it; but sat with it 
in her hand, her eyes cast down, and the modest 
oolour still varying on her fair cheek. "Why do 
you not read, my dear child?" 
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** I would have you tell me where to read," she 
said; ''and I hesitate hecause I fear I shall not 
be able to read this book as it should be read. I 
am so unused to read it." 

** We will pray, my Lucy ; for without prayei 
no one is able to read that Blessed Book. I, £01 
my part, who read it constantly, am not able tc 
read it without praying for the Holy Spirit. W€ 
can have no insight into the Word which God ha£ 
spoken, without the Spirit which God has freeh 
offered, and given to be our guide. We are tolc 
this in plain words, as you will see, dear Lucy, i 
you will turn to a passage I can point out to you 
She found the place,* and read it at my request 
** The natural man receiveth not the things of th. 
Spirit of God, for they are foolishness unto him 
neither can he know them, because they are spin 
tually discerned.' Here, Lucy, is the key to tfaa 
treasury of all the divine truths which are cor: 
tained in that volume, — the key, alike to its sice: 
plest as to its deepest doctrines." 

I offered up a few words of prayer, in the nanra 
of our Blessed Lord; and I begged her to 

• Cor. Vi. \\, 
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**^ xiae part of the Epistle to the Ephesians. She 

^^axi the two first chapters. I endeavoured to call 

^^1^ attention to some of the wondrous truths which 

®*^ BO finely stated there. The sovereignty of God ; 

^^^J^ election and adoption, by grace, in Christ 

''^©sus, in whom we have redemption, through His 

olood; the forgiveness of sins, according to the 

^ches of His grace ; the sealing of the Holy Spirit 

^* promise, which is the esumest of our inheritance ; 

^^ state of all of us since the fall, dead in tres- 

P^^ses and sins, till quickened by Him, together 

'^th our crucified Lord ; and that clear statement 

^* the scheme of our salvation, — " By grace ye are 

^^'^ed, through faith, and that not of yourselves, it is 

^^ gift of God ; not of works, lest any man should 

^^ast : for we are His workmanship, created in 

-■^^st Jesus imto good works, which God hath 

^^ore ordained that we should walk in them." 

** It is all strange and new to me," she said very 

^^^Vely. "Is it that no one ever told me this 

^^n as one who hears the sounds of voices, but 
^^*^ distinguished no articulate speech, and has not 



tore? or is it that I have heard it, and have 



ed them?'' 
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** Your first surmise may or may not be true, i 
child, for alas I grieve to think how seldom t 
plain and saving truths of the Gospel are heard 
their fulness and their simplicity from our pulpit 
the second, so far as I can judge, is certainly tru 
but whatever may have been your state, I think I 8 
the clouds breaking and beginning gradually to d 
perse and clear away. If this be of God, and I tn 
it is, you will have light from Him as you are able 
bear it, till the darkness is past and the true lig 
shineth." 

Day after day these conversations were renewe 
and I saw in Lucy one whose eajmestness and gentl 
ness made me liken her to Lydia, * whose heart tl 
Lord opened.* So far from turning away from tl 
consideration of the things of God, she seemed 
one who had found a spring of living waters in 
desert, and who could not cease to drink of tho 
refreshing waters. The search after truth had begis 
and she could not rest satisfied till the glorious plj 
of our salvation, as set forth in the inspired word 1 
the Lord our God, had opened upon her. Her enerj 
of mind was that of a 'thoughtful, earnest man ; \^ 
her meek and teachable &\)\n\., \^1 oi ^\\^\1<^ cbi] 
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As for myself, weak as I was, these conversations 
caused me no fatigue. The interest they awakened 
within me for the gentle inquirer, has I really think 
brought hack my former energies, and called them 
again into exercise ; and strange as you may think it, 
my dear friend, my spirits and my health hegan to 
rally from that hour. Well, she has left me, and I 
feel almost as I did when my own dear child, your 
friend Honoria, was taken from me ! But I had 
almost forgotten the chief object of this letter : 
Where does your brother reside in S re ? I won- 
der if the Temples of Temple Pleasance are in his 
neighbourhood? Lucy is to be married to the cadet 
of that family, a Reverend Allan Temple. He has 
just taken possession of one of the fSamily livings, a 
lovely place Lucy tells me, named Springhurst. Can 
your brother, or his dear wife, send me any account 
of Mr. Temple and of Springhurst ? I am interested 
in my inquiries, for I have some thoughts, old as I 
am, of leaving this place, which has never agreed 
with me, and of taking a house at or near Spring- 
hurst. The lease of my house here is up in half a 
year. I have the option to renew my agreement on 
the same terms as at present ; but since \ke 9Le«.\5a. q?1 
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my beloved Pastor, I have felt unsettled. His suc- 
cessor does not supply his place to me ; and I have 
now little in which I find, or care to find enjoyment, 
but the word of God. If Mr. Temple is what I hope 
Lucy's husband may be, I have a great mind to be- 
come one of his congregation ; that is, if a comfort- 
able residence is to be found near them. In S re 

too, I should have more frequent opportunities of 
having you with me, as I should be so much nearer 
to you. You will think me out of my senses, I fear, 
to talk of removing myself and my household at my 
advanced age ; but my old and worthy servants will 
take all that trouble off my hands, and arrange every 
thing for me. My faithful maid, Jenny Cox, seems to 
feel Lucy's departure almost as much as I do. She 
was in fact, without knowing it, the person to put 
this scheme into my head. "Ah, my lady," she said, 
with a tear in her eye when she was dressing me for 
dinner, " I wish we could pack up, and go and live 
near Miss Harington. It does one good to see her 
sweet fece and all her winning ways ; as for Mr. 
Thompson (meaning my good old butler), he says 
the house is like a cage which has lost a singing-bird, 
now she is gone ; and 'we aliX Xltoxsik ^ke made your 



THANKFULNESS. 97 

ladyship grow young agedn while she was with you. 

She is the most lightsome young creature I ever saw ; 

and yet what a nurse she is in a sick room ! as quiet as 

a mouse, and as bright as an angel ! When I was 

aM flustered-like and fit for nothing, on that night 

when you were so wild and light-headed, how calm 

she was ! and though her lovely face was as white as 

* sheet and all wet with her tears, how she made 

you mind her with just a gentle word or two, when 

she got you to take your night draught, and when 

®he put your poor hands quiet on the coverlid, and 

^^^^ed you to lie quite still, till the draught took effect, 

*^d you fell into a sweet sleep : but I didn*t wonder 

'^'^en I saw where she foimd her strength. I peeped 

• 

^^to the room from this dressing-room, when the door 
'^^s ajar, and I saw hpr kneeling and praying behind 
youf bed-curtain. It put me in mind of what you 
^^e often said : * If you want strength and grace, 
^J^y, the right way is to pray'. — But here comes 
^y good Jenny for the second time, begging me to 
^^ve off writing ; and as I let her have her way last 
^8ht when I began this letter, and put by my 
, ''^ting before I had half done, I suppose I may 
^ irell conclude my letter out of hand. 1 aloaXV \>^ 



I 
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longing to hear from you, dear Millicent, before tl: 
week is out. — This is my last word, Jenny, so hoi 
your peace ! — ^Yours with much affection, 

Henrietta Vernon. 

To Mistress Millicent Harcourt, 
The Close, Lichfield. 
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CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 



HAT became of the diary of Mr. 
Temple for the next jear caimot be 
, t«ld. It is not among bis papers, 
nor ilo we know more of what passed, 
^^'^pt that towanf the cloae of the year, we find 
"ODi the information we have received from the faith- 
"*• Jenny Cox, that Allan Temple and LucyHarington 
^^Pi married, and that Lady Vernon became the occu- 
P*ot of the old manor house at Springhvirst. The house 
'^longed to Sir Arthur Temple, and had been half 
""*t up for some ten years, an old couple alone 
"^g there — (who had been in the service of the 
Temples, till they, became man and wife)— to keep 
^ place habitable. The diary commences again 
sbout two months aft«r Mr. Temple's maniage, on 
' Sob mtuming to Spriughurst from a tour in Scotland, 
s bride to her new home. 
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October 17. 
A season of rejoicing calls for a record of than! 
fulness to Him who is the spring of all joy, ai 
ought to be the theme of all gratitude. This waa 
pleasant home before; but I have sometimes fc 
very lonely in my bachelor life, though never m 
happy in my loneliness. It will not be possible 
feel lonely now with so sweet a companion, so true 
help-meet! How can I express the calm delig 
which steals into my heart and settles there, when 
see my Lucy, not as during the last year, paying 
short and occasional visit with my dear moth.^ 
having come over from Temple Pleasance to p« 
an hour or two in suggesting or superintendxi 
the improvements which my kind parents hfl. 
made in my house and gardens ; but as I now & 
her (the hat and cloak laid aside, and that graced 
head adorned only with its own shining tresses), 
she sits beside me, the mistress of my house and 
my heart ; her dress, her manner, her occupation 
all those of one whose home is here — sometuB^ 
looking up from her work or her book, and greetiiil 
me with a smile which lights up her whole coa» 
tenance, when I come mtjo ^^ ^i»mx%xQOTi ftoB^ 
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'^y Study ; or, when I find her with all the freshness 

^f the morning seated at the breakfast table, her keys 

*iid her gloves lying beside her, and her delicate 

^^gers busied with her cups and saucers, and all the 

®*^ple mysteries of tea making ; or when I see the 

*©^vants coming to her for their orders, or hear them 

®p€aking to me of her as their mistress. Yes, and 

^ten I hear that voice, which comes like music to 

^y ears, addressing me as her husband, and know 

^*^BX she is now my wife, — ^this indeed to me is hope 

^^ffled, and happiness realized. What a slander on 

*^« marriage state to deem it in any sense an unholy 

'^^^on! why it was the very first relationship or- 

*^ined of God, and in fact the only one instituted 
• 

^^ the time of man's innocency. I love to think on 
^^is : I desire to bear this fact ever in mind, and to 
^^xnember that "Marriage is honourable unto all 
^^^^n" ; to the ministers as well as to the people of 
^e Church of God. Let me regard it as the type 
*^ti forth in holy Scripture, of the union between 
A ^hrist and His Church ; and let me look upon myself 

M 

V 

:A ^ my new position with the same type in view — even 
jj^l ttiat as the husband is the head of the wife, so Christ 
fjjtl ^ the head of the Church. Thus in aO. my m\jet- 
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course with my l)eloved wife, may I learn to 
with a Christ-like tenderness, and care, aB 
affection, endeavouring in all things to w£ 
of my Christian calling as a husband. Thi 
indeed sanctified and elevated, which is mi 
of the relationship between our blessed Loi 
members of His Church. I have always th( 
every domestic circle must acquire a mo: 
and engaging character, by the presence c 
minded and modest woman. How sweetly 
life I now lead at Springhurst, in my owi 
cx)nfirm my opinion. 



Octob 
I was sitting in my study this morning 
what of an absent mood — forgetful I fear of 
old folio volume which lay open before n 
Lucy entered, and awoke me from my r 
little vase of fresh flowers was in her hand, 
gathered them to adorn my table. " This,' 
with a smile, **is one of my new duties, 
placed her little vase before me. " Someti 
sometimes, dear Allan," she continued, " I 
leave to bring my "work and. s\\.\ie^\^fe ^qm" 
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Jf'ead. ; and I promise you to be very quiet, — I shall 
'^ot speak till I am spoken to, and remember I don't 
expect even to be spoken to : nay, the moment that I 
^^'id my presence is an interruption to studies which 
^ve here their first claim upon you, I shall V6inish : 
^^ remember, if you admit me, you are not to talk." 
" But this morning, my Lucy, we will not observe 
^^^ rules ; after to day you shall enforce them as 
strictly as you will. Indeed, I have a little volume 
*iere", I added (and I opened the book which lay 
^u my writing table) " which I was wishing to show 
you. It is written in a quaint odd style, but I like it 
^uch. It is entitled, The Holy Life of Mrs. Elizabeth 
^alker, late Wife (I read you the title just as it is 
^<>rded) of A. W., D.D., Rector of Fyfield, Essex ; 
^^ng a short account of her exemplary Piety and 
Charity. Pubb'shed for the glory of God, and pro- 
voking others to the like graces and virtues. It is 
^ted 1690. In the preface, her widowed husband 
**H8 us, * that the things she wrote in her diary, she 
^^d not have the least prospect they should ever 
*®6 the public light; and therefore did not dress 
^\ thfina up to appear with the best advantage she could 
we ^ren them. * ' Of herself,' he says, ' s\i^ ^«l^ «^ 



i 
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plain, private woman, and conversed only' (he shon 
have said chiefly) * with poor persons of low degrc 
not to say as contemptible as ourselves.* She pi 
fjEU^es her diary with this introduction : ' Elizabe 
Walker, her book, all written with my own hau 
though the character doth vary; I striving to writ€ 
little deeper, my sight growing weaker. I say the 
is not one syllable which I have not written with i 
own hand.* 

" This diary, it seems, was written for the use 
her two daughters, — *to teach them how to se: 
God acceptably, and promote the salvation of tb 
souls.* And the simple account of her useful, go* 
life, partly in her own diary, and partly from 1 
husband's narrative, — homely though it is, — v 
furnish many a useful hint, and tend to the eel 
cation both of you and of myself. Here is < 
passage, which seemed a very charming one to 
before my marriage, and of which the visit 2 
have paid me in my study has reminded me. I 
husband has just been saying, — * She was a ^ 
according to my own heart; and even exceed 
the character of such an one as, with most eanu 
prayers, I begged oi God. \/q ^o\xs3t»^'^ ^ me ^ 
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I "Was inclined to enter on the marriage state.' He 

^i^ais off to give this little trait of her tender 

^^©ction towards him : * She would often come into 

'^y study to me ; and when I have asked her what 

®*^© would have, she would reply, * Nothing, my 

^©ar, but to ask thee how thou dost, and see if thou 

''^^utest any thing;' and then, with an endearing 

smile, would say : * Dost thou love me ?' to which, 

^ten I replied — * Most dearly,' * I know it abun- 

^^ntly,' would she answer, * to my comfort ; but 

* love to hear thee tell me so.' And once, when 

* '^fBB adding the reasons of my love, and began, 

* S^t, for conscience,' she stopped me ere I could 
proceed,— for she was very quick, — *Ah, my dear, 
■*■ ^low conscience to be an excellent principle in 
^ ^e do ; but like it worst in conjugal affection. 
* "Would have thee love me, not because thou must, 

**^ because thou wilt ; not as a duty, but delight. 

^e are prone to reluctate against what is imposed, 

*>ut take pleasure in what we choose ': so innocently 

^"^itty would she be.' " 

"And shall I be deemed as innocently witty," 
•^Lucy, smiling archly, "if, in my visits to jour 
■W^, J should be asked what brings me loitkeT^ «cA 



106 THANKFULNESS. 

my errand should prove the same as hers? Y 
see I am not the only wife who has fomid her ^ 
into her hushand's study ; and I shall he glad 
plead so good a precedent." With that she 1 
me, saying, ''It is time for me to he gone, a 
for you, dear hushand, to turn your thoughts agi 
to that huge folio which I have caused you 
neglect." 

About an hour after, I found Lucy sitting 
the drawing-room. Her work lay on the ti? 
beside her : she had been reading more of the 1 
of Mrs. Elizabeth Walker, and her head was bf 
down over the book ; her cheek resting on 1 
hand. " Here is a sentence I am charmed wit] 
she said, pointing with her finger to the pass&j 
as I came behind her, and leaned over her, to f 
. what she was reading : — " It is a low and easy thii 
^ in our circumstances, to be content : it is too chc 

a return for our enjoyments: it concerns us to 

, highly thankful, — the good Lord make us s* 

I "And, indeed, she was very thankful," adds her hi 

band soon after. "What a sweet spirit of prai 

breathes in all that I have transcribed from t 

papers. She had well \eatiie^ xJtv^ %:^^lla*s h 
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., in all things to give thanks. She blessed 

tili© Lord at all timiBS ; His praise was continually 

^^^^ lier mouth. She seldom enterprised any thing 

'^^thout prayer, and as seldom finished it without I 

piratige. Comparatively, she esteemed praise much ( 

^^aore es^cellent than prayer ; not only as it is more s^ 

like the employment of the holy angels, and the 

^irits of just men made perfect, but as it is less 

Selfish, and hath a more immediate aspect upon 

^od. Our own necessities constrain us to cry to 

^od for relief; and the worst men will pray, — yea, 

*^^ make vows,— when they are in fear ; but only 

8ood men will return to pay their acknowledgments 

^hen their turn is served. All the ten lepers cried 

*^i^ mercy, but where are the nine ? There was 

*^^t one of them found to render thanks.* These 

P^es," said Lucy, raising her head, and lookihg 

^© gravely in the fexje, "have set me thinking 

^^ously. ! what a misspent life has mine been ! 

^^ late I have often thought of my light-hearted 

^^^'^irth, and deemed it madness; and I have often 

^^ght that gracious Lord, who has called me to 

i\ ^® knowledge of my real state, and of Himself, 

^1 ^'^'oagrh His dear Son, Yes, I have YmmNAy «xA 
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heartily confessed my sinfulness and ingrati 
to Him, I have poured forth my soul in ear 
prayer; but I have not yet come, like the 1 
that was healed, to give thanks imto God. 
why ? Because I have not been thankful ; I ] 
enjoyed the consciousness of happiness in His 
vice, but I have not offered to Him, as I ough 
have done, the direct tribute of praise and tha 
giving. I know this ; and I feel it now. 
how fervently do I pray, that He, Who has chai 
my God-forgetting mirthfulness to Christian cl: 
fulness, will give, even to that cheerfulness, 
upward direction, and turn it into godly than] 
ness. I can fully enter into the spirit of this a< 
rable woman's language when she says : * It 
low and easy thing, in our circumstances, to be 
tent: it is too cheap a thing for our eryoyme: 
it concerns us to be highly thankful ;' — and, I ] 
with her; The good Lord make us so!" 



October 21 
How sweetly has my Lucy profited by the 
flections recorded in the foregoing passage of 
diary. All that was t\io\x^\\e^% ^xA trifling 



THANKFULNESS. 109 

character is gone ; and yet she is more cheer- 

than ever,— eisen to playfulness. If I were now 

upon to name the distinguishing feature of 

character, I should say it is Thankfulness ! 

I^o-day I was reading to her the 23rd psalm. 

'* This verse, dear Lucy," I said, referring to the 

^fth verse, " describes our own happiness : * Thou 

^^^ointest my head with oil, vttj cup runneth over.'" 

•* It does, indeed," she quietly remarked ; " but 

^^ should say, that the oil spoken of, with which 

^od has anointed our heads, is the oil of gladness." 

She is truly like one whose head has been 

**^ointecl with that precious oil ! 



October 24. 

I can say, with Lucy, this subject of thankful- 

-Qs has set me also thinking; and I take shame 

tuyself, as I discover how sadly this delightful 

^y has been overlooked by me. What have we 

U we have not received; and yet how rarely do 

return thanks to Him Who is the great Giver 

ill. I have been subjecting myself to an exer- 

of strict self-recollection on all the blessing 

ye received, — from the leost to tJie gtea\jea\.\ 
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and now I ask myself, — ^for which have I heen duly 

4 

and directly thankful ? But we have enjoyed them, 
it may be said; and is there not thankfulness in 
enjoyment ? Yes, but such thankfulness is scarcely 
of a higher character than the enjoyment of a mere 
animal instinct. The gambols of the ass's colt 
exhibit as much of thankfulness about them, as 
the joyousness of our immortal spirits on some occa- 
sions ; and the lark, rising higher and higher on 
her soaring wings, till she seems like a speck dis- 
appearing among the rosy clouds of the morning, 
pouring forth the rich, clear notes of her delightful 
song — as if the very spirit of thankful joy had foun' 
a wing and a voice, to mount with her praises 
heaven,— oh ! how the lark puts to shame the dul-^» 
unthankful spirit of immortal man ! 

But, alas ! I know too well the root of this uxi- 
thankful spirit. While a man has yet to learn tH^^ 
he is nothing ; while, indeed, he is ignorant of b^* 
nothingness before God ; while a sense of M£ en^^ 
dependence upon God is yet unknown to him, atJ^ 
he has not been brought to receive every blessing 
as a boon of which he is utterly undeserving, — ^it i^ 
no matter of surprise t\ia\, \ve ^ws^*^ \i^ xsjatibankfil* 



THANKFULNESS. 1 1 1 

as well as unholy. May God, in His mercy, give 
me deeper views of my own sinfulness, and a deeper 
sense of my own need. May He graciously teach 
me to. know, and to feel, that all that I have is of 
His free grace, and that I can put in no claim from 
niyself for any thing He may give me : then I 
shall be in a better frame to bless Him, and to 
^hank Him for every thing. Alas ! imthankfulness 

• 

^ a frightful and a fatal sign. When the great 
*P08tle, in the first chapter of his epistle to the 
^mans, is describing the Gentile world as sunk 

• 

^ ungodliness and idolatry, and traces back their 
fi^t to its source, proving them to be without 
Excuse, because that when they knew God, they 
glorified Him not as God, he adds, — " neither were 
^^Wkfiil." True, therefore, it is, that unthankful- 
^®8s and ungodliness are usually found together. 



October 26. 
Thanks be unto God for His unspeakable gift ! First 
^ud foremost for. His grace and love as manifested in 
^® gift of His own Son, — He who is the fulness of 
^ Godhead bodily, and the Brightness of the Glory 
^God shining forth in unclouded majesty m^ ^ 
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genial radiance brighter than the beams of ten thou- 
^sand suns upon this cold benighted world. Such is 
the gift ! but who can find words to describe that 
which the inspired Scriptures declare to be un- 
speakable ! 

Are we thankful for this unspeakable gift ? Do we 
take up the words of the Apostle, and breathe forth 
the language of the same adoring spirit which moved 
him, when we say. Thanks be unto God for His 
unspeakable gift! Alas, my dull, cold, unloving 
and unthankful heart — I can answer for thee. Thou 
art not thankful. how deeply would I deplore m^ 
base ingratitude to Thee, my God ! And say wit^ 
the godly George Herbert : 

* Thou that hast given so much to me, 
Give one thing more, a grateful heart* 

Yes, I would make his prayer my own, when ^ 
continues : 

* Wherefore I cry, and cry again ; 
And in no quiet thou canst be, 
Till I a thankful heart obtain 

Of Thee. 

* Not thankful when it pleaseth me. 
As if Thy blessings had spare days : 
But such a heart, whose pulse may be 
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Christ is the spring-head of all Thy gifts and 

Uessings to man, and through Him flow forth to us 

«1 the living streams of divine refreshment, which, 

^^^^Diing down into hearts made sensible bj Thee of 

their need and of Thy bounty, are in us as wells of 

^ter springing up in living fountains to Thee ; or as 

^^ earth which drinketh in the showers which fall 

^to its thirsty bosom, and so becomes another Eden 

^* sweetest flowers, breathing the incense of their 

^^t, pure fragrance to Thee. 



[Lady Vernon to Miss Harcourt.] 

Manor House, Springhurst. 
October 28. 

^ou complain of my silence, dear Millicent, and 

y^Vi. have reason in your complaint. I have been 

^^ch occupied by our removal, though I have been 

®*^bled to bear it without suffering much fatigue, 

^d I am now comfortably settled in my new abode. 

^ like this part of England much ; and as for Spring- 

*^Ur8t it is really beautiful. This old manor house 

^ just after my taste, with its oak-panelled rooms, 

^d its old-£Eishioned Dutch garden. You wish me 

^ taD jon sowetbing of Lucy's husbaiiA. M. ^<^ 
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first sight of him, I said to myself, " Here is oiu 
whose countenance tells me that he may he tak£ 
on trust, or rather that he may he trusted.'* Thefl 
is, however, nothing remarkahle in his appearano 
but a certain graceful manliness, and that expressio 
of frankness— that ingenuous look — which tells on 
that the channel between the heart and the fiEice ha 
been kept clear, and that you may read the feeling 
of the one in the other. He is one of those lA 
have learned how to keep their position in the woir 
annnig their fellow-men with calmness and dignity 
but he is deeidedlr not of the world. I should s< 

m 

that he has naturnlly a fine temper ; and I had n* 
conver$^1 long with him, before I found that he is 
man of refined taste. Your brother and sister, wt 
bftvie become his indmate firiends, tell me that ti 
aiiad^''ted humility is to them the loveliest grace - 
his character; and when this grace is genuine, 
ceitauily is the iiK<ist lovely of all Christian grac^ 
It was the disODgoshing gracte of oar blessed JjoT^ 
and therefore the afnTistle retK>mmends it to the ^ 
c^les of our LordL when he <ars. ^^ In lowliness 
■nod, kt eftcfa esteem other better than themselra^ 
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Christ Jesus." Dear Lucy, when speaking of 

*ftiitiility, read me a quotation wliich I much admire, 

from a book she is mightily taken with, the Diary of 

^ Clergyman's Wife ; who says of humility, that ** It/ 

^s the foimdation which gives stability, the strength 

'^'^liich gives security, the ornament that reflects 

beauty, and the completion which gives the finish- 

^^g stroke to all other graces." A profession of 

huinility always leads me to suspect the absence of 

^© reality ; — there is no such profession about Mr. 

^©xnple ; and it was not therefore at first that I 

^scovered this to be his distinguishing grace. The 

^ore, however, I see of him, the more do I agree 

^th Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt. A remark of his, 

^hich Mrs. Harcourt repeated, pleased me much ; it 

^^« this : " There are two persons about whom I 

^^ght never to trust myself to speak ; the one is my 

^^einy — if I have any; the other is myself." 

I have had a visit from Sir Arthur and Lady 

^exuple, which, I suppose, I ought to call a visit 

^ state ; for they came in their coach-and-six, the 

I servants in their state liveries, and the kind old 

1 "ftto»net in a dress which would have done for St. 

\ ^^JxMs, Sir Arthur's manner was a\\ coxxiV^ioxsa 



•• f 
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0tateline88 at first, as he addressed me, and pre- 
sented his amiable ladj, and his only daughter, — 
a very modest and pleasing young gentlewoman, — 
my Lucy*s friend, and, I should say, about the same 
age. But all this stateliness soon disappeared, and 
we became the best friends in the world. Something 
was said of an invitation to a grand party at Temple 
Pleasance, where I was to meet some of the great 
people of the county, and among them Lord and 
Lady G — , who are my near relations. I hegged 
to decline at once all such engagements, and said 
frankly, that my age and my inclination forbade my 
entering, at any time, into general society ; but that 
I should feel much gratified if they would waive all 
ceremony, and pass a few days with me, and meet 
the Harcourts, aad Mr. Temple aad Lucy. The 
invitation was cordially accepted ; and on Tuesday 
next they are to come to me, God willing, for two 
nights. I have promised to pass a week at Temple 
Pleasance in the spring, if I am spared so longl; 
but I do not wish to leave home till the winter ie 
over. My health has suffered from my last attack n 
and I dread being taken ill, and giving trouble, i 
another person's house. 
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X am much pleased with these Temples, dear 
^^illicent. Sir Arthur has the same frank expres- 
^^on of countenance as his son, and a smile full of 
^^©Hevolence : no one would take him for the age he 
^®» from the healthy freshness of his complexion, 
^*id. his ereci carriage. He is tall and spare ; cour- 
^^®ons, but not courtier-like, in his manner. Lady 
^aargaret and her daughter are much alike in per- 
*^*i9 and, I should say, in their peculiar gentleness 
^ disposition also. They are both very elegant 
'^oijcxen, with that quiet ease of manner which I 
^'^^ys think one of the marks of good breeding. 
-■^188 Temple wants the sparkling life of Lucy ; but 
Aong ng J jj^yg lived, I have met with no one so 
^**arming as Lucy. She has a manner quite her 
^"^U ; and I see this the more I am with her. Her 
piety, as it ought to do, has given a new character 
^ her vivacity ; but it has not lessened it : she is 
'^hter than ever, and her cheerfulness, to me, is 
^© sunshine : not that it is without repose, — no : 
^ it is with the sunshine, so it is with her spirit ; 
^©iher the silent forest-glade sleeps in its golden 
**^ghtness; or the rippling stream sparkles in its 
^^Xicang beams; or the gathering cloud is «tee^^\ 
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in its radiance, till it glows and brightei 
the hues of the rainbow, — ^it is still the 
shine, spreading its glad and beautiful ligb 
it comes. You will say I am growing poe 
old age ; or aiming at being so. 

I will turn to another subject, which 
with interest of the highest kind both t 
to myself. 

I have found all that I most desired 
hurst; and I trust I shall never leave 
home till I am summoned to quit the 
earthly tabernacle of this mortal body, foi 
vision of our blessed Lord. 

Yesterday was the Lord's day, and fo 
time I took my place in the congregation < 
pastor. The manor house is but a shoi 
from the Church and the Rectory, and wil 
port of my stout walking-cane I reached t 
without fatigue. I was never so much str 
with the importance of manner in a preac 
gospel, as since I have heard Mr, Temple. 
mean by this any studied eloquence ; but t 
ance of being deeply and thoroughly impr< 
the subject before Viim, aa TjeW. as \«\\\Y\Jei<fe 
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"^^ a minister of Christ. When I use the word appear 
®^ce, I do not mean, the seeming to he what is pro- 
fessed, hut the expression of a reality. His manner 
Recalled to me George Herhert's description of his 
country parson's preaching : " The character of his 
^Unon is Holiness : he is not witty, nor learned, 
^ox* eloquent, hut holy." The subject was one with 
^hich I know hoth he and his wife have been much 
^^^pressed and occupied of late — it was thankfulness : 
^s text, " Be ye thankful." Coloss. iii, 16. 

I^erhaps, in my vain and foolish heart, J had ex- 
P^oted nothing in the way of doctrine or precept 
^t.li which I was not well acquainted: the utmost 
^•^^t I looked for was freshness of manner, and an 
^^^ginal way of discussing old truths already faini- 
*^^ar to me. From the beginning to the end of 
^"^^ sermon, i felt as one abashed and conscience- 
stricken ; and I left the Church subdued and con- 
^^^tnded by a sense of my own sinful deficiencies. 
^^^ sermon, however, was extremely simple : its 
^''^ths so apparent, the difficulties of the subject so 
^'^^^^tered and made easy, and the language with 
^*^clx every idea was clothed so clear and plain, that 
y ohDd in the coBgregation miglat YvaN© eacsfva^ 
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away mth him all its most important points. I, 
my part, came away, owning to myself and hum 
confessing to my God the great omission of my wh 
life, — ^my want of a direct thankfulness to Him 
the many blessings, from the least to the greats 
which I have received. I learnt with astonishm&x=^t 
as for the first time, the frequency with whi^^^i^i 
throughout the word of God, the duty and pri.^^ ^- 

lege of thankfulness are urged upon us. I con ^^ 

scarcely believe, till I came to consider, in Ixc^^^ 
many passages of holy writ the exhortation to than— ^-^' 
fulness makes either directly or indirectly part '^^^ 
the exhortation to the believer. I know not bo^^^ 
it has been with you, Millicent, but I must say ^^^ 
myself, to speak figuratively, that in the spirit 
sacrifices with which I have come before the 
the thank-offering has been that most irequent^-J 
omitted. What shall I say more of this sermon (f<*^^' 
my letter must come to an end), what, but that I 
thankful to God for this admonition ; thankful 
He hath led the feet of his aged pilgrim to 
green pastures and such refreshing streams as 
which I have found in His earthly sanctoarjr 
iSpnnghurst. I have one -wot^ Taox^ \ft ^mmj. 
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]xci.t is, in your next letter fix the day for your 
oxning. I shall certainly be uneasy, and perhaps 
t> Xittle displeased, if you keep me longer in uncer- 
ity on this head. I depend on your dear society 
the next four months : your rooms are ready, 
Jenny Cox has begun to wonder when in the 
^orld Miss Harcourt is coming ! Your affectionate 
^end, Henrietta Vernon. 

To Miss Harcourt. 



November 6. 

* * We have dined yesterday at the manor house, 

^ving been invited by Lady Vernon to meet the 

*^^*courts and my dear parents and Ellen, who are 

*^ying there. Just as we were entering the house, 

^ ^Vliss Harcourt arrived; she is Mr. Harcourt's 

^t©r, aud Lady Vernon's intimate friend. It seems 

^^ had written to announce her coming, but her 

^^t^r had miscarried. This unexpected visitor was 

^•^^'mly welcomed ; and I do not wonder. She is 

^^ently no common person. Her conversation is 

^*ightful, and there is a noble simplicity about her, 

"^^ich seemed to strike my father as much as it 

^ me. He told me this mormng, tiaaX. ^I'a \Ma^ 
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never met so agreeable a party, as the little circ 

at the manor house; and I could have told hi 

that I never saw him appear to so much advanta^ 

Lady Vernon is high in his favour ; he calls her t 

most graceful and agreeable old lady he has e\ 

had the pleasure of seeing. He has formed alsc 

high opinion of the Harcourts, and laments that tt 

should have lived within a few miles of him for 

many years, and that he should never have kno 

their worth and their agreeable qualities till il^ 

^ "But prejudice, my dear Allan," Ije continued, ** 

I a bad thing ; and I am free to confess that I faa 
1 
been on some subjects the slave of prejudice. TI 

feet is, as I now discover, prejudice is the chii 

of ignorance. I have been ignorant of the l&ne qiu 

lities of these excellent persons, and therefore, as 

now confess to my shame, I have been full of preji 

dices against them. I have been thinking ov£ 

the conversation in my Lady Vernon's drcl 

during our short stay with her ; and I cannot reco 

lect an occasion on which, what she and you coi 

sider to be the great end to be sought in the sodel 

of Christian people, has ever been lost sight o 

Directly or indirectly some Teiexeia.cfe>Mia ^^^^« bee 
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^3aade to God. His claims upon the thoughts and af- 
fections of His professing people, have heen more or 
less brought forward, — I should have said, with con- 
summate skill, were I not compelled to acknowledge 
*Jiat this has proceeded rather from an inimitahle 
simplicity. Yes, my dear Allan", he went on to 
^y, "your new friends have left a deep impression 
^^ their sincere and consistent piety upon my mind. 
-■- have never met with more agreeahle society : and 
I Only hope I may be permitted to know more of 
^©86 excellent persons." I could not help saying 
^ J^eply : " Your observations, my father, remind 
'^G of our Lord's parable : * That the kingdom of 
^od is like leaven, which a woman took and hid in 
"^ee measures of meal, till the whole was leavened.' 
,' ^ou rejoice my heart by what you tell me. Would 
"^t we could ever bear in mind that He is always 
P'^esent when His disciples meet ; and that if His 
: P'^sence is not recognized, it is because, in our awful 
I P^rverseness and ingratitude of spirit, we do in a 
j '^aanner shut Him out. Not that we have the power 
^ do this ; but where the will is exercised in doing 
» the sin of powerless creatures like ourselves is as 
"^y committed as if both will and ]fo^ei -vet^ ^X. 
"^command." "♦. 
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" Allan/* said my father, as he quitted me, " I 
love these conversations with you. They remind 
me of old times, when with such perfect con- 
fidence we discoursed together, I as the teacher, you 
as the pupil. And though times are not altered in 
one sense, for I still find in you the openness and 
confiding spirit of your childhood ; yet I cannot help 
thinking that you might now say, with reference to 
your old father : * I am wiser than the aged : I have 
more understanding than my teachers.*" 

How could I hear such words, and not be deeply 
moved? I could not restrain my tears as I took 
both his hands in mine, and besought him not to 
grieve and hiunble me by such piercing words; 
assuring him that I never could presimie to be hia 
teacher, and that I felt more than I had ever done 
the sacred right of a parent to the duteous reverence 
of his child. 

" I know it, I know it, my dear son," he answered, 
'* you have always been a duteous child to me, and 
I have no fear of your becoming otherwise : but - 
let me remind you, that while I consent to keep up « 
aa much parental authority as you please to allow ' 
me, it must be on this condLiXkou,— "Oi^X. ^qxsl da not « 
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^"^rget your o^wn holy authority, as an ordained minis- 
^T of the gospel, to be the teacher of your old father 

• 

^ spiritual things. And is not this right, my son ? 
'^ill you not feel it yourseK, and vdsh me to feel it, 
^*^en on Sunday next you look down from your 
P^ jit and find me among your flock in this Church 
®^ Springhurst ? What shall I then be but one of 
Jovii sheep looking up to be taught and fed by you 
^ xny pastor?" 

** How is this, my dear father?" I said, with 
^^ich delight **Are you and my dearest mother 
^^^*4ing to be our guests ?" 

Indeed, so it seems," he replied. ** Your sister, 

you know, was to come to you to-morrow, and we 

®J^ to leave her behind us ; but my lady and I be- 

®^^ to be jealous of Ellen, and, I fear, should have 

^ft her with a very ill grace." 

** I must call Lucy, dear sir, and tell her this good 
^©^vvb!" 

*VYou may call her, but you will have no news to 

^U her," he replied. "Lucy knows all about it; 

*^ saw me coming, and waylaid me, and begged me 

^ stay over Sunday with you, and rewarded me for 

^^^*>i8eiiti22^, with a kiss; and I told her that ^e ^^t^ 



«« 
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^^hing to see how she acquitted herself in her m 
dignity as the mistress of her household, and to e 
if she knew how to sit at the head of her tahle, eu 
do the honours of her house to her guests. 1 1< 
Ellen with her, so» uui^tf of calling her, let i 
join them." S^** * 

I was questioning mj class of youthful catechiste 
whom I have succeeded in collecting around me ever 
Sunday afternoon, an hour before the service. M; 
father came into the church, and seated himsel 
among some of the elders of the congregation wh 
were present, but close to the children. I could nc 
help, every now and then, turning my eyes toward 
him, I was so much struck by the expression of hi 
countenance, the meekness, and the deep, serion 
attention which he paid to the questions and.answei 
which were interchanged. The plan which I hav 
laid down for myself is not merely to instruct an 
examine the children in the Church catechism, be 
in every part of our Church services ; and to taki 
on alternate Sundays, a short portion of the Hoi 
Bible, and to catechize them on that. On Simds 
last, our subject was the third chapter of the Goi 
pel of St. John 1 'Vfaa mxxck ^\iws^ \i^ the 1 
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telligence of those dear children, and the way in 
which that great subject, with which the chapter 
"^gins, seemed to open itself to their young minds. 
I could not doubt but that the Holy Spirit was 
present as their teacher^'i^ irflswer to the prayer, 
with which we had besoifl^t Him to come down 
*^d teach us. I could not but contrast the simple 
wisdom and clearness of perception given to those 
children, with the blindness and spiritual obtuseness 
^^ that master in Israel, whose intendew with our 
Wesaed Lord is recorded in that Scripture. The 
^*^nds of some of the children seemed unusually im- 
pressed, and the clearness of their replies caused me 
^ repeat to myself, " Out of the mouths of babes and 
^^cfelingg Thou hast ordained strength I" 

WTien I retired to the vestry till the evening ser- 
^^^ commenced, my father joined me. " I was well 
pleased with your sermon," he said, " and, I hope, 
^structed by it ; but I am beginning to feel, Allan, 
^^t, old as I am, my proper place is among the 
^lUldren of your flock. The answers of those child- 
^^> given as they -were with such modest intelli- 
o^Uce, made me feel myself another Nicodemus, 
^^^J^ to my, before their answers "wexe ^\eii, «xi^ 



Li. . 
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the right view of the subject set before me, ' Hjc 
can these things be ? ' What you said to the childre 
I felt applied still more forcibly to myself ; that i 
that we have not only new things to learn when ^ 
come to follow Christ and to sit at His feet, but tb 
we have old things to unlearn. I have been thin] 
ing, with regard to myself, since I heard your se 
mon, and listened to your instructions to the chil< 
ren, that the building I have been rearing all my li 
has been on a wrong foundation ; and that, if I d 
not, with God's help, take it down now, while tib 
time is given to me, it will be overthrown at last l 
a Divine hand, and can then never be rebuilt. Bu 
thank God, there is now time for building upon th 
rock!" Here the clerk came to summon me to tb 
reading desk, and my father, pressing my hand, an 
wishing me a God speed, passed on to his pew. Th 
Scripture which formed the subject of my sermo 
that afternoon was from the first epistle of Peter. 
" To whom coming as unto a living stone, disallowe 
indeed of men, but choson of God and precious. Y< 
also, as lively stones are btiilt up a spiritual houst 
an holy priesthood to offer up spiritual sacrifices ac 

♦ \ Peter \\, A, 5. 



THANKFULNESS. 129 

<^I>tL€tble to God by Jesus Christ." Once, while I 

'^^^ preaching, I looked down towards my own pew. 

^ ^^a.fl dwelling upon those beautiful words in the 

^^^^text, " Unto you, therefore, which believe, He is 

^^'^cious." My dear father's isuce was raised, and his 

^y^s ^ere fixed on me. For a moment our glances 

"^^t;, and I saw that his eyes were filled with tears ; 

'^^ Voice became tremulous, and I felt that I could 

^^"t trust myself to look upon him again ; as it was, 

"^^as almost overcome. ^ * 

^e joined me at the church door when I came 

^^t: at the vestry after the service, and we walked 

^^^^e together, but in silence^ for he spoke not. 

^X^dng the rest of the day he said little, but seemed 

^^^ one abstracted ; but at night when the ladies 

^^^ retired, he said with some abruptness ; " It is 

^^ new to me, Allan, but of this I am convinced, it 

all true : it carries its own evidence of its truth 

^to my inmost heart. I must know all, my dear 

^^^ and you must teach me what God has taught 

you," 

I spoke to him of the great teacher, and endea- 
^^^*3?ed to impress upon him the necessity of far higher 
^^"•chin^ than that of man. I opened. VYie Yi^YsXl^fe^ 
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of St. John, and read to him what the apostle says> 
the unction of the spirit, (ii, 20, 27) : * Ye have 
unction from the holy one, and ye know all thing** 
and again : * But the anointing which ye have recei^^r 
of Him ahideth in you, and ye need not that cu 
man teach you ; but as the same anointing teaohet 
you all things, and is truth and is no lie, and even ^ 
it hath taught, ye shall abide in Him.* He made m- 
read the words again to him, and then after sitting 
in silent thought for some minutes — " I will do ag 
you entreated us to do from your pulpit." He saiJ 
gravely, " I will pray for the Holy Spirit, that I 
may have this unction from the Holy One, — ^this 
anointing which shall teach me of all things." 

Could I do otherwise, when my Father had left 
me, than kneel down and pour out my whole soul 
in thanksgivings and in praise to my God, and beg 
Him with tears, which I had neither the power noi 
the wish to restrain, to perfect His own work whicU 
He had wrought in my dear, dear fether's heart 



We are highly blest when we have been brouglc 

to £nd our seasons of secret communion with Go^ 

the happiest hours of thtt ^ls.^*, acL^Si^'^Vftx^ 
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^gH-t; with God they ought to be so ; for if an hour 

spent in communion with Him on earth is irksome 

^ "Us now, what would an eternity witli Him be to us 

aereafter in heaven ? and what is heaven but the en- 

• 

joyraent of His presence and an eternal commimion 
^th. Him, where faith is exchanged for sight, and 
*^ope becomes fruition. Yes, and the only real enjoy- 
ment which the immortal spirit can taste must be 

• 

^ the presence of God; for in His presence is joy, 
^d at His right hand there are pleasures for ever- 
more. I would commune with my spirit on this sub- 
ject: I would recall to mind that on such a subject 
^^ must speak from our own experience, or we cannot 
^©ak at all : we must speak that we do know, and 
'Ratify that we have seen. 

If then we would enjoy spiritual communion with 
^^d, we must seek to rise to the level of his spiri- 
^^^ presence. We are naturally, when left to our- 
®®lves, at a low level. When in the world, and 
^*^ong the worldly, every thing around us is at a low 
*®Vel — every thing has a tendency to sink us with 
*^elf to a low level. I may use a familiar illustra- 
^li here. We must do as the bargeman does when 
i *® closes the locks of a canal — ^he closes tkem ico\3aA 

i 
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a low level of the water, that he may le 
stream of the higher level of the canal into 
closed pool, till it rises to the higher leve 
waters above : but here we have done with c 
tration, for the bargeman raises the level 
lockod-in waters, tliat his vessel may go do 
passes tlirough the locks ; and no sooner is th 
brought within the locks than he lowers the 
the water, tliat the vessel and the water n 
down together to the lower level of the canal 
further side. We close the locks, and n 
level within them, that the vessel which ent 
continue raised to the higher level. We 6 
door, and shut out the world, and then we \ 
yearnings and wrestlings of earnest prayer, 
Holy Spirit to raise our spirits to the higher 
which alone we can meet the Lord our God, ai 
a season of spiritual communion with Him. Tl 
first be done ; and this may be done, for we ha 
into the presence of Him, who hears and 
prayer ; who graciously invites us to seek I 
and enables the soul that seeks Him to find i 
of grace on which He sits in all His majesti 
$11 His loveliness — gloxiox^s \io \k"& ^^^^ ^li-aK 
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hovel. Doubtless it was thus that Joseph 

Ad Him in the dungeon of his Egyptian prison 

-tJbxus that Paul and Silas beheld Him in the dark- 

of the inner prison at Philippi. He was as 

Sloriouslj beautiful to them as He was to Aaron, 

m, in all the privileged sanctity of the High 

i-est's office he stood alone, and that but once in 

**^® year, surrounded by the secret splendours of the 

*^oly of Holies, his adoring and enraptured gaze fixed 

^pon the golden lid of the mercy seat, between the 

'^^ystic figures of the golden cherubims, when the 

^sible glory of the Shekinah appeared before him. 



December 2. 

The general design of Mr. Falkland's ministry 

^ this place, as I have before noted, has evidently 

^^u to produce a humble as well as an enlightened 

*Puit among the people — and such has been gene- 

'^Uy the effect; but there are some exceptions in 

^© case of two or three individuals. These persons 

**^^ not without knowledge ; but they have I fear so 

P^i^erted their knowledge, that it has served rather 

^ their puffing up than to their edifying. When I 

^ upon them, I i5nd that they have \)eeii em^\o^ 



*. 
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ing themselves in tiying to find oat mj deficieDcies,^. 
and I see plainly enough from the hints I reoeiT^K 
that thej are Yeiy willing to point them out to 
Alas, if they knew me, but only half as weU as ^ 
know myself (and yet how imperfect is my knoi 
ledge of myself), how many more deficiencies w( 
they not be able to point oat! They little 
how often I weep over many more and far woi 
offences than any they have yet discovered, 
while I desire to thank them for wishing to sh< 
me in what I am wanting, I cannot approve the spi 
in wliich their stinging remarks are made ; nor 
think it well to encoorage their forgetfulness of 
position and their own, and the relation in wl 
they stand to me their pastor. Then, again, tlx^J 
give mo to understand that they cannot look af»^^ 
me as they did upon Mr. Falkland ; and they 
careful to let me know that on those points on wbi^^ 
I fail, he peculiarly excelled. It does vex me, -* 
confess, that any one should suppose me so me^^ 
as to feel disturbed or jealous because he is cov^ 
mended. Kind excellent man, how truly I Ic^^ 
and respect him I every commendation of him 
moat gratifying t^ me. 
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Tjet me, however, be on my guard against an un- 
*^Uiiable(i spirit in myself. O my God, do thou 
^^^ch me how to derive good from the unkindness 
^^d the censure of others. Give me grace to pray 
^^ those who despitefiilly use me, and to be thankful 
^^ every thing which may in any way serve to humble 
^^y natural pride of heart. We read that "God 
^^"^6 Solomon largeness of heart" : O my Father, 
8iVe me also, I beseech Thee, largeness of heart ! 

I owe much to some others of my beloved flock, 
^^pecially to Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt. On many 
Points they have been as an Aquilla and Priscilla to 
^©, — and in what a lovely spirit, — in what meek- 
^®ss of wisdom ! I may truly say that they have 
^^pounded unto me the way of God more perfectly. 

Still let me bear in mind, that there is no one 
• ^'^om -whom I may not learn something which I 
^^^ght to know. However mistaken the opinion 
*oii3aed about me; however unjust the judgment 
P^sed upon me, — they have their use. They may 
*^^ me to examine myseK more strictly, to find 
^^t if there were not some ground, however slight, 
^^ the complaint; and they may lead me also to 
P^y especially for those unkind peisoi^, Wi^ \ici ^^ 
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that I may neither shew nor feel anj hittemess* 
spirit towards them. 

These are trials, — yes, bat trials to what? 
temper, to pride. How childish in a Christian 
and a Christian Minister, to suffer his peace to 
disturbed by them ! Let me rather pray more ai 
more earnestly for largeness of heart, in the humb' 
confidence that He idio has taught me to pray £ 
this grace will answer my prayer. Surely, insi 
of lowering my temper and my office to enter ini 
the field of such a petty warfare, I ought to oonside: 
myself as a father who has to deal with waywi 
children ; and instead of pitying myself, and 
plaining, and murmuring, I ought to be thankful 
I have been taught fin>m abcTe how to enooun 
and how to oveioome. such trifling rexations. L^^ 
me learn, indeed, to love what there is of Christ^ 
image in these unjust and unkind children of Qc^ 
ifor His children I trust they arek ; and let me, 'S 
all gentle and holy waiys. endearour to exendi 
t0waid5 them that wisdo^m which is peculiarly peac 
Me and winning. He that winneth souls is wis 

The diaiT oC Mr. T«:m\A« will doubtless app 
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**^ention here, that though it is called a diaiy, it is 

"y xxo means the record of every day of his life. He 

appears rather to have noted down, from time to 

^^'^^^o, certain events of his life, and certain impres 

sioxiQ and observations, without any particular ar- 

^^^^gement, except giving the date on which they 

Were written down. And part even of this diary has 

*^©ii lost. ' The next entry that we find is in the 

spring of the following year. 

April 4th, 1744. 

Since I have become a diligent searcher of the 

^oly Scriptures, and have learnt, from a vital 

^^^luaintance with them, to understand something 

^* their unspeakable preciousness, I can enter into 

^^ spirit of some of those godly men who were 

^^^^ioubtedly the brightest ornaments of our country 

^^<3 our Church, — those great divines, who were 

^^^med, by the enemies of their faith, " the men of 

■*-^^ book." Alas, I find with sorrow, and with 

^^^jne, that in some of those places, in this Protes- 

^*^t country, where they lived, and preached, and 

^fiPered at the stake for the truths which they 

P^'^ed more than their mortal lives, their names are 

'^t even known. 
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I was passing through the city of Chester 
weeks since, and remaining for a night with s 
man of my mother's, who has a mansion in the 
sant suburb of Boughton, overlooking the rivei 
I had been reading, the night before I left 
the affecting story of the Rev. George Mar, 
" Foxe's Book of Martyrs "; and soon after ar 
I asked my cousin Walter to shew me jjjj^ s] 
which the martyr had suffered. My questio: 
met with a look of incredulous astonishment 
though Walter Lee had dwelt all his life vdi 
stone's throw of the place, — ^nay, the upper wii 
at the back of the house, overlook the verj 
which was the scene of his martyrdom, — ^he 
liothing about it. He had never heard that j 
testant clergyman had been burnt at the sts 
Chester : the very name of George Marsl 
strange to him. Some of his worthy fellow-ci 
joined us at dinner ; but they were as ignorant 
Tn'ngniflTi of the fEUJt and every thing connectei 
it. In this place, also, the pastor of Sprinj 
in Mary's reign, was dragged from the cl 
where he Mthfully preached Christ to his 
Bock, to be tried aad exeexyXad, ^ ^ heret 
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^ : his only crime was, that he would not 

deny and repudiate the pure faith of the gospel. 
-Ajnd here I found the same ignorance on the 
subject as among those worthy people at Chester. 
Surely this ignorance is as extraordinary as it is 
lamentable in times like the present, when a terri- 
ble ^ar was brought, not many years since, into this 
^untry, with the avowed object of replacing a papist 
Monarch on the throne of the empire, and thus 
^troducing again the authority of the Bishop of 
*^nie into Great Britain, in defiance of that article 
^^ our reformed and scriptural Church, that " The 
*^ishop of Rome hath no jurisdiction in these realms." 
I have resolved to do what is in my .power to keep 
^P the remembrance of the faithful pastor of Spring- 
*^^ii8t, who suffered in Queen Mary's reign ; and, 
^th the assistance of some of my friends, to put up 
* tablet to his memory in the church where he was 
^ont to proclaim the gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ 
^ all the purity with which God has committed it 
^ His ministers. I am well aware that, in these 
^ys of blindness and lukewarmness, an abhorrence 
i ^t popery may be regarded as uncharitable, — parti- 
I *Olarly as coming from a clergyman o£ ovxi G\i>SLxO£v% 
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and I should have heen one of the first, 
years hack, to agree to this opinion. Bi 
since learned to search the Holy Scripturi 
receive with meekness their inspired tru 
their divine simplicity ; and I have also he 
pains to make myself acquainted with the 
errors of popery, not only from the writing 
testants, hut from those of their own partj 
have come to this conclusion, that the 
really receives the faith, once delivered to 1 
from the written Word, can make no p 
Home. That corrupt and idolatrous Chu 
either renounce her deadly errors, and reti 
pure faith of the written Word, or we mu 
her as faithless and fallen. 

By the decrees of the Council of Trent, 
she has pronounced herself infallible ; and 
at the same time, declared those decrees 
which are little short of blasphemous) ir 
Thus, while professing herself wise, she hi 
her foolishness, and sealed her own desti 
for error must fall, — truth must finally pr 
stand for ever. I grieve to see the in 
1 wbicb prevails at preaent oii \3aft Ornish 



( 
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influence of Rome. The volumes of many of 

later divines, containing the most masterly refu- 

>ons of Eomanism, seem to be as totally disre- 

as if they had never been written ; and the 

^^^i^tiings of those good and holy men who cheerfully 

up their lives to the great work of rescuing the 

le Church from the bonds and the fetters of 

^^^I>i8h error and popish superstition, have alike 

^^l^n into disrepute and become unknown. The 

^^^t^t of deep and heartfelt thankfulness to God for 

^^^ "blessings of the Reformation, which was once felt, 

^^^^ alas! departed from among us; and the very 

^^Rject which once stirred the heart of the nation to 

^^ depths, has lost all interest among us. But, 

^^^ 1 who can wonder? All vital religion has 

^'^j for some years, been falling into languor and 

*^lessness in this highly-favoured land. The whole 

^© and character of our theology has been lowered, 

^^d men seem ashamed of what they once gloried in. 

^^Qiatever fault the lukewarm and fastidious may 

^"^^ "with the irregular zeal and the peculiarities of 

V ^« "Whitefield and his colleague Mr. Wesley, if I 

^^ Jlot mistaken, a future age will look back to them 

■^ the great missionaries of the truth, in t\As (\a.^ . 
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Now they may be cast out of the pale of on 
which by the grace of God they have arouse 
death-like slumbers, and be regarded as th< 
ing of all things ; but the time will siu 
when a very different judgment will be ] 
their proceedings, and men will wonder at 
rowness of mind, the strange infatuation of 
of our Church, who could be so blinded tc 
interests, as to endeavour to cripple the 
and to silence the voices of two of her mos 
servants. With all her faults, the Church 
iQ a like case would have proved herself si 
wisdom to our own; and had a Whitefield or 
arisen among her members, she would not hi 
her pulpits to them, or silenced and banisl 
She would have foimd a channel for the 
their exertions, and have given all the 
her approval and her authority to their 
zeal. ^ t ^ 1 1^ ^ . n o^' , 



Septer 

Another cause for thankfulness to the Fal 

our mercies, and the source of all our blessin] 

a short season of great anxiety o^i ^\5i^ ^-mI a 
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on her's, my beloved wife is the mother of a little 
^^^y* and my earnest prayers are turned to joyful 
'^^''^ees. My dear mother and Mrs. Harcourt are 
her, and the latter has just been down to tell 
that Lucy is wonderfully well She has had 
L€ refreshing sleep, and she has sent our beloved 
^^xxd to beg me to come up and offer up a short 
*^^^^yer by her side. 



April 30, 1746. 

Lucy had put her infant to bed, and was walking 

^^ the garden a few evenings ago. The day had 

^^en delightful : the sky of deep and cloudless 

^^vie: the west wind, soft as a fen of feathers, 

^ it blew over one's face. It had been a day of 

s^iDfehine, and we felt that Spring was come at last. 

^e banks of the lane leading from the Rectory 

^ Springhead were blue with violets, and the 

^lees were bursting into leaf, and bright with the 

^vid but tender tints of their first green. I was 

detained longer than I expected by a poor pa- 

lishioner who came just as I was leaving my study. 

Fhen I went to join Lucy in the garden, I could 

t find her there ; but after loolsmg iox "Viet \xv 
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vain, I found hel* sitting on a bench under aa <dd 
oak tree, speaking to a man in tattered clothes. 
She was weeping, but speaking with much earnest- 
ness of manner, and did not see me till I stood 
beside her. I stared with astonishment, both at 
her and her strange companion. She turned to me, 
the tears streaming down her face — " You do not ^ 
know him, Allan." I did not: who would have^ 
recognized the elegant and high-spirited Charle^^. 
Harington in the emaciated and miserable creai^ 
ture who stood beside his sister, supporting himsef^s 
against the tree ! Alas, his life is in danger ! 
is a rebel and an outcast in his own country. 



The absence of Colonel Harington had been. 
mystery to his family. He had left England soi 
months before his sister's marriage, intending to vi 
some of his mother's relations in Germany, and *^ 
return to Temple Pleasance to be present at fcto^ 
wedding. He did not return ; and in a letter whi^^'^ 
came soon after from his uncle, dated Spa, ttt^^ 
learned that he had been ill with a low fever, a.**^ 
had been taken by him thither, for the benefit ^ 
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ir anxiety was soon removed by another letter, 
brought the news of his restored health. From 
time he had either not written or they had not 
^'^^^^ived his letters. It seems that he had become 

while at Spa with an English gentleman, 
0:iiging to an ancient family — one of the De Lyles 
Staffordshire. He had been attracted by the high- 
^^ and accomplished manners of Mr. De Lyle, but 
*^U. more so by the beauty and sweetness of his niece, 
o with her mother, a widow lady, was travelling 
©r the charge of her uncle and guardian. On the 
ure of his uncle from Spa, Captain Harington 
^^J^Xit with no little pleasure that his new friends, 
^^® De Lyles, were about to return to England at 
^^^ same time as himself. They agreed to travel 
^^K^ther, and as he had now no particular object 
^^ make him hasten his return (his sister's mar- 
'^^^^e having taken place), he gladly agreed to Mr. 
^ Xyle's proposal, that they should visit Antwerp 
*^d Ghent and Bruges, remaining a few days at 
^^^h place. On this journey Captain Harington be- 
^**^© so enamoured of the lovely niece, that he had 
^^I'ed her his hand in marriage. In a worldly 
"^^^t at view the connexion was aix aivaxi^aJ^'iQW^^ 
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one, as Miss De Lyle was an heiress. But there was 
an objection on the part of Mr. De Lyle to the 
union. He thought it right to acquaint his young 
friend (who had till then been ignorant of the fiact) 
that Miss De Lyle was a Catholic ; and that he, as 
her guardian, could not consent to her marrying a 
heretic. Miss Constance De Lyle, however, was of 
age, and with much calm decision told her uncle 
that though she could not make up her mind to 
marry a heretic, she would certainly never unite^ 
herself to any man who could so far forget th 
respect due to himself as to abjure his religion fb 
her sake, and not on conviction. This charm< 
the young officer, who, however, had never said 
word about abjuring his religion. He became eve: 
more in love than before. Nothing was 
upon ; but the party remained together on thcMio: 
tinent. After proceeding to St. Omer, they 
detained there waiting for letters of important 
which Mr. De Lyle had expected to find waiti 
his arrival. The letters at length arrived, and 
Charles Harington was informed that they mi 
4 part : for Mr. De Lyle had found from his 1 
that he must set outioilXaN.^ m\kwsX.^<^. '^^^ 
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t:hey did not part ; Captain Harington declaring 
th&t he felt it impossible to give up his hopes of 
obtaining the consent which he sought to his mar- 
riage. He had resolved, as he told Mr. De Lyle, in 
consequence of the noble avowal of his niece, to con- 
sider the points of difference between the Catholic and 
Protestant creeds ; and though he was resolved not 
"to be influenced by his affection for Miss De Lyle, 
lie felt it only due to her and to himself, to form a 
judgment upon a question which he confessed he 
had never till then given any serious attention to. 
The party arrived at Rome about a month after 
their departure from St. Omet, and there, he soon 
bund himself forming, with his companions, part of 
he Pretender's Court. There, at the expiration of 
few months, the infatuated young man received the 
ind of the rich and beautiful Constance De Lyle. 
jr uncle had succeeded in convincing him, that 
! points of difference between his own faith, and 
t of the Romish Church, were not essential, 
told him indeed that for his part he should have 
little difficulty in joining the Anglican Church 
he not been bom of a Catholic family, and had 
7t known that his own Church. Yiaa Xke xao^X 
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ancient of the two ; and that it was unreasoi 
well as absurd, to prefer a modem religior 
so venerable, and one that numbered so ma 
members than that of the Protestants. He 
Harington that he was by no means bli: 
some of the errors of the Catholic Church ; 
the lower ranks were deeply attached to th 
that he felt it was the wisest policy to wink 
ignorance and superstition ; nay, that it w 
downright cruelty to deprive them of the co 
many of their harmless superstitions. 

Such were some of the arguments, if thej 
deemed worthy of the name of argument, b 
his thoughtless dupe was misled. The sna 
ever, was skilfully set, and the prey waj 
taken : Captain Harington persuaded hims 
his accomplished friend had taken a trul^ 
sophical view of Church questions. He felt a 
he had not only made an admirable choi 
united himself to a highly honourable family 
De Lyle, as was afterwards discovered, was 
more nor less than a crafty and most accon 
Jesuit. Under all his assimied philosophy 
'jaised the most entire devotedness to his 
ad the most relentless Yialxed \tt Protestai 
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.e had persuaded himself that the interests of 

™s Church demanded and sanctioned proceedings 

^^hioli "men who are accustomed to regard the plain 

^^''^e of right and wrong, would have considered as 

^tt^irly uiyustifiahle. He was well skilled in all the 

®^I>lii8tries and evasions of Jesuitism, had studied to 

F^^rfection the doctrine of intention, and had not a 

^oiibt hut that the end sanctified the means — ^how- 

^"v-er despicahly vile such means would otherwise 

"-^^•"v-© heen. The thoughtless hut well-meaning 

S^ouxig man whom he had selected as the hest victim 

^^tiun his reach, and the hest tool for his purposes, 

■^^■d. heen no match for so crafty a politician. He had 

*^^n on the look out for young Englishmen of hirth 

^^<i education, to enlist them in the service of that 

^^^^ortunate and youthful Prince, Charles Edward 

^^Uajt, whom the Jesuits had in like manner selected 

^ Order that by him they might pursue their designs 

^Pon the throne of England, and regain for the 

■■^^ixch of Kome the authority and ascendency she 

^^^ lost in this country. By a well-laid train of 

Pliistries, as specious but still mdre flimsy than 

^^Se which he had brought forward to induce 

igton to renounce the creed "wbici\i \ifc \^ 
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professed to hold, Mr. De Lyle succeeded i 
taching the young officer to the cause of the 
tender; and when Charles Edward quitted 
(his father having heen induced to surrend( 
claims to the throne of England to the 
Chevalier) and proceeded secretly to France, 
tain Harington set out for England with hit 
and her relations. 

They had arrived in safety at NethercliflE 
seat of his wife's first cousin. Sir Germain De 
and there Charles Harington had remained 
received his summons to join the Jacobite 
in Scotland. After the disastrous defeat of C 
Edward at Culloden, Harington fled from th 
of battle, changed his dress for that he wore 
he reached Springhurst, and became for some 
a solitary wanderer. He had escaped witb 
culty from Scotland, and suffered much from i 
and hunger, encountering dangers of various 
until he had arrived almost destitute in the 
bourhood of Nethercliffe. He there learnt : 
tenant of Sir Germain De Lyle's, that scare 
been made for him at the Hall, and that ; 
reward was offered fox \n.s ^ex^oxi. ^^ ^a 
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^o glad to start away by unfrequented lanes and 
through fields and woods, till he had found himself 
*^ tbis well-known tillage. He had wisely deter- 
^^^^^iied not to present himself at the Rectory, but to 
*-^^o himself among the evergreen thickets which 
®®pajate the garden from the orchard, till some one 
®tioixld appear. Such were some of the circum- 
®^^Jices of his long, and mysterious absence. — 
^H the night of his sudden appearance at Spring- 
*^"^ii^t, his sister and her husband knew no more 
^^*^^Ui that he had taken part in the battle of Cul- 
*-od.eii, on the Jacobite side. They were equally 
^^tonished and grieved; but they felt that there was 
^^t one thing to be attended to at that time, — that 
^s life was in danger, and that it was necessary to 
*^^^<i some mode of sheltering him, and preventing 
^^ retreat from being discovered. It would have 

^^n running an imprudent risk to endeavour to 
^^J^ceal him in the Rectory, where the servants were 
^^'^ : and after some hesitation, and the discussion of 

^^ous plans, none of which seemed to be feasible, Mr. 
-*■ ^rtiple set off to the Manor House to consult with 
"^*^^j^ Vernon, while his wife returned to the house 
^^ procura some refreshment for hex loioXket, ^\ia 
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had retreated to the evergreen thicket where h 
been concealed when she entered the garden, 
old lady was less astonished than Mr. Temp] 
pected. She said immediately, that her ne 
Charles's father, notwithstanding his marriage 
one of the ladies of Queen Caroline's Court 
been always suspected of a leaning toward 
Stuart family ; and had never, in conseqi 
been a favourite with the reigning family, 
saw her young kinsman's danger even in a str 
light than the Temples had, and she came a1 
to a decision as to what was to be done, 
begged Mr. Temple to bring his brother-in-1 
the side door of her house soon after midnigh 
to remain with him in the dark shrubbery 
extended some distance in that direction : ar 
added, that either one of her old servants or t 
would be there to open the door to him, -a 
conduct him to a small chamber beyond he 
dressing room, which was always kept locked 
where his presence would never be suspected, 
were once able to reach it undiscovered. 

This plan was effected with little difficulty 
it was found on the fo\\omiigjm^^rs\v£v^iWt wl 
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"I6y had wished him to remain or not, it would have 
^^een impossihle for him to have gone further, or 
sought any other retreat. The unfortunate young 
gentleman was too ill to rise from the couch which 
-Lady Vernon and her old and faithful servant had 
prepared for him. 



May 1, 1746. 

Lucy went to the manor house soon after breakfast 

*-QJLs morning, and was shocked to find that her brother 

^^^s in a high fever, and delirious. Lady Vernon was 

Sitting by his side, waiting for Jenny to come and 

^Pply leeches to his temples. Lucy talked to her 

^* Sending for a doctor ; but her aimt told her that 

must not think of doing so, except as a last 

>iirce. She spoke with much calm self-posses- 

^^H, and said that she thought Jenny and herself 

^^"^ild, with God*s blessing on their remedies, reduce 

^^^ fever and bring him round : but Lucy left her 

^^^li. an aching heart. We have agreed to go to 

^^^ manor house for a few days, that we may be at 

^^^•^^d to assist in nursing poor Charles. We shall 

'^tx^'r* be able to take our turn by his bed-side at 

We comfort ourselves by knoma^ \3c^\» wsx 
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• 



poor sufferer is with us, and not still wanderin gc^ ji 
about without a home or a shelter : nor is his 
treat likely to be suspected. 



May 5. 

The care and judicious treatment of our excel- 
lent Lady Vernon and her maid, have already, witkC^ 
the blessing of God, been attended with the moer^^ 
beneficial results. Charles Harington is slowly^^^J 
but, so far as we can judge, certainly, recoverii 
He is still, however, in a state of weakness, alm( 
incredible. His mind is evidently much disturber 
by something, which he has not disclosed. He 
been extremely agitated when I have been readii 
the Holy Scriptures to him, and praying with hir 
I have thought it best hitherto to ask him no que 
tions, as his nervous system is much shaken, 
have my suspicions, but I may be mistaken, and 
keep them to myself. 



May 8. 
"■" was sitting to-day with Lady Vernon, hav 
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appeared in great distress. She scarcely waited to 
^e questioned, but told us she had discovered the 
source of her brother's dejected and troubled state. 
** He has renounced his religion," she exclaimed, 
** and become a papist!" And, as she said this, she 
'^©pt for some time in uncontrollable grief. Lady 
Vernon waited till the first burst of her sorrow was 
^^er, and then said with gentle sweetness, but very 
^^mly : " Your sorrow, my dear Lucy, is very 
^^tural ; but you must forgive my saying that I 
^^*nnot share in your exceeding distress. Let me 
fi^^t ask you whether, in your calm opinion, our 
^ear Charles had any religion to change ? He had 
doubtless his own code as to what was honourable 
and right in his own eyes, and in the eyes of the 
^oi^ld; and he has I fear fallen from that low 
*^®ight, and sinned " against an unenlightened con- 
science. As an English gentleman, and by out- 
^^^QJ^d profession a Protestant, he has yielded 
P^i'haps from motives, of which at present we 
^^^ow nothing, to do that which has degraded him 
"^^ his own sight. This, I conclude, is the extent 
^* his offence ; and it is and ought to be a grave 
^^^ce against bis own conscience, and accoT^TL%\» 



his own standard. He has thought himself 
before (not that he has ever, I fear, exercised mu6Er<s 
thought on the subject), and he has now done wl 
he knows to be wrong : but I pray God," she 
tinned, " that good may come out of this apparei 
evil ; and that we may yet have to thank God, iaSo 
that which now seems to us a source of so muc^L 
distress." 

"But, indeed," said Lucy, more quietly, "yo^^ 
have not known Charles as I have known him. 
was all that was noble and disinterested. Was E" b 
not, Allan ? Tell my dear aimt, for you know hg^ ?m 
and love him, and can tell her, how much there 
admirable about him." 

" I know it, and I agree to it all, my dear chil- 
and before you last parted with Charles, you yrov^^^ 
have added that he was religious also ; though he nuh-^^ 
no profession, and was in some respects not exac^^^J 
what a truly religious person ought to be : not, ^Eor 
instance, what your distinguished ancestor was, 
life we were reading not long ago, in Dr. Samuel Clarl 
valuable folio ;* but now, my Lucy, you know bett- 

* See the Life of John, Lord Harrington, in Clark's 
<lf MecUsUutical Diomily. 
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You know what vital religion is, and you cannot 

P<^8sibly persuade yourself that our beloved invalid 

^as ever a religious man; and I know Charles 

Harington well, — perhaps as well as you do. I 

knew him well before I had ever seen his dear 

sister. He and your late father were often my guests 

^hen I resided in Wiltshire. He came to me, as 

* yon may* remember, after your father's death ; but 

siiice then — since he has been lying ill in this 

*^ii8e, I have had many opportunities of observing 

^e state of his mind. It could not indeed be other- 

^se ; for even since you and Allan have been my 

^ests, no one has been so constantly his companion 

^ myself, as you well know. Much of my time — 

O'wing to my state of health — is now spent in my 

^i^essing-room ; and my absence upstairs is therefore 

*©88 noticeable than yours or Allan's. Yes, I have 

^^H much of poor Charles, conversed much with 

^^ during his short abode here, and I had dis- 

^^ered soon after he came, what you have now told 

^- Till he felt inclined to speak on the subject, I 

^^^cle up my mind to ask him nothing : nor shall I 

^"W^. One promise he has made me, most solemnly, 

J know that he will keep it when lae \e^NQ!& \xa^ 
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which he talks of doing. He will never part wit 
the New Testament, which I have given him at h: 
own request. He will not fell to read some portic 
of it, if hut a few verses, daily ; and to pray f! 
light from the Holy Spirit when he reads it. 
matters little, my children, what name he heaa 
whether Catholic or Protestant, while he continia 
to read that hook with prayer for Divine guidance 
Lucy's tearful eyes were now heaming with looks 
fond affection, as she rose up and tenderly emhrac 
her aged kinswoman. " Shall we not thank God, dc 
Allan," she then said, turning to me, " for bringi 
our dear lost one to this blessed roof, and for "t 
guidance He has graciously given him ?" We ka.< 
down to praise and thank God for His goodne^ 
and to commend our beloved brother to His laC 
keeping; imploring Him, in His own best fiU 
wisest way, to make all circumstances and even^ 
in the future course of him for whom we prayed, 
work together for his spiritual and eternal welfftr^ 
and when I had ended my prayer, we rose up ^ 
fipeshed and comforted in our inward hearts, feelioi 
that He whom we had sought had been with us, aiw 
.iiaard our earnest, aimovva svx"^^\\c,%xiQJVi&^ «sid ^ouM 
medly answer iis foi Hia o^ii^Qxv^ %^^. 
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May 25. 

Charles has been still recovering, but his pro- 

jfress has been slower than we expected. — His wise 

^d tender nurse, who has shewn her skill as well as 

er kindness, in her treatment of him, has come to 

Us opinJk)n, that his constant confinement to the 

ouse is the real cause of his tardy convalescence. 

'hough she has admitted as much fresh air as possi- 

1^ to his narrow chamber, and has got him to take 

^ercise, in walking up and down the length of her 

i^essing room and bed room, with locked doors, and 

indows widely opened, she is convinced that he 

les for want of more bracing exercise, under the 

ar sky, and in the freshening breezes of this de- 

itful season. — Since our return to the rectory, we 

3 been less with him, and we fear the anxiety 

confinement are also beginning to tell upon the 

ate frame of our beloved Lady Vernon ; but 

ill not agree to this. — ^We have settled to-day, 

•.hould to-morrow be a fine, clear day, Lucy 

ake her brother, while the servants are at din- 

the long yew walk, at the northern side of the 

\rhich they may reach with ease, by taking a 

s path through the sbru\)beTj \ \ ^^q£SS. \jfe 
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posted in the alcove at the end of the upper terrace, 
with a book in my hand, but my eyes taking the 
range of the yew walk, and the smaller flower gar- 
den, at the end next the house. Should I see cause 
for alarm, they will at my first signal retreat to the 
summer-house, at the further end of the yew walk, 
and locking the door by which they enter, go down 
the steps at the other door, into the root house, and 
from thence keep the path imder the shadow of the 
hornbeam hedge, till they reach the orangery; frol 
thence they can easily gain the kitchen garden, an< 
come along imder the high wall to the door wl 
opens into the shrubbery ; while I, having retum< 
to the house, will have the same door open for thei 
by which they entered, at tlie foot of the staircas 
leading to my Lady's own rooms. — The head-gaj 
doner will be sent after breakfast to Temple Pl( 
sance, taking a cart to bring back some pots of 
new roses from China, which my mother has pr< 
to Lady Vernon : the under-gardener is to go witJ 
him, as he has never been over to Temple Pleasan< 
that he may see the gardens and the forcing hoi 
and they are to dine there : and the other men, 
labourers, will be gone \iome lo ^Mmst ^1 the'i.tjmr J 
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80 that the coast that way will be clear — my Lady 
in the mean wlu}^ will keep guard at the end win- 
dow of the {Kilery, which commands a view of all 
the gardens *jid the wilderness beyond; and should 
it be necessiiry, will give me a signal by shutting the 
") casement wph as much noise as possible, and drop- 



ping herf fian out of the window as she does so. 




May 56. 

AU our plans succeeded admirably, poor Charles 

d up and down in the yew tree walk for three 

qtiarters of an hour, we trust unseen by any one 

] but ourselves — and returned to the house much re- 

t freshed, though somewhat fatigued by his walk. 

May 28. 
Yesterday we had a violent shower of rain, just at 
the time that Charles and Lucy were about to leave 

{the house-— and the rain continued more or less all 

* 

• Jthe afternoon — but to-day has been beautifully fine, 

"^jand our dear invalid ventured out with me as his 

ilcompanion, and at the termination of his walk re- 

tjmained in the summer house, till my Lady Vernon, 

jjwho came to us for a few moments, toVd xils \!t\aX. ^^ 
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had sent for the gardeners to meet her at the 
orangery, where she detained theija, giving orders 
for the removal of the largest orange trees, and the 
pomegranates, to the terrace. We took advantage oj 
her doing so to return as we came, by the shrubberj 
to the house. Jenny Cox was waiting at the dooi 
to admit us. \ 



June li . 
This is the fourth time that Charles has takei^ 
exercise in the yew walk — ^he is much better, thougk 
still weak. When entering the shrubbery on oui 
return, Lucy, who was on the terrace keeping watck. 
saw Jack Steel, an imder-gardener, pass across the 
end of the yew walk neai the summer house: he 
stood still for a minute, and looked down the Mvslh 
just as we had turned into the shrubbery near tke 
old plane trees ; she saw us, but thinks he could nol^ 
He passed on and she saw no more of him. I lik^ 

not this ; he is an idle fellow we must be mor< 

cautious. 



June ^ 
This morning a man and \voT%^\ixciwsgDl\x\ft a letr 
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ter from my brother Cuthbert; the man is his trusty 

. servant, Harry Joyce ; he says he rode in all haste 

from Coventry, where he left my brother, and was 

^ give the letter to no hand but mine — to wait for 

^y answer and return immediately. 

This letter bodes no good, it seems that they are 
®^^^ll on the watch to take poor Charles. My brother 
^^^^^'iks it not unlikely that search will be made at 
J-enaple Pleasance, and perhaps at Springhurst. He 
"^^ good reason to know the truth, being in favour 
*^ Clonrt, and his information must be attended to 
^"^^out loss of time: but what is to be done? At 
P^^sent I know not. 



June 4. 

^ xiote from Lady Vernon, brought by good Mr. 

^^court. Cuthbert s letter was but just in time ; 

■^^^les is gone : and may God in his good provi- 

■*~^^^ guide and protect him. My suspicions con- 

"*^-^ixig Jack Steel were not without foundation. Mr. 

XT- 

^^Ciourt, who had been over at Temple Pleasance, 
^^^ ^een him in close parley with a party of soldiers 

^^ in the village of Temple Underwood, after 

h^\»^ 

^^^tig been to the Hall to search tlaere iot Q^t^aiVfe^ 






Harington. Like a true friend, Mr. Harconrt set 
off with all speed to prepare me for the coming of 
the soldiers, rightly supposing that they might 
come hither (as from Cuthbert's letter I think they 
doubtless will) in search of Charles. He met Lucy 
on her way to the Manor House, and told her his 
fears : she at once confided every thing to him (for 
he knew nothing before, we fearing to implicate him 
in our danger). She did right in telling him now. 

Lucy showed much presence of mind ; she went 
at once with Mr. Harcourt to Lady Vernon, and 
they consulted together, not waiting even to send 
for me. Within half an hour Charles was gone ; he 
would endeavour to reach the cottage of a brother 
of Jenny Cox's, who lives on the skirt of Marton 
Heath. Ned Cox is one whom we can depend on, 
and he is a widower, living alone with his other 
sister. Jenny dressed Charles in a plain suit of he: 
own clothes, and walked away with him herself^ 
while Lucy and Mr. Harcourt busied themselves i 
clearing poor Charles's narrow chamber, and 
all things as they were before he occupied it. 
was well done an hour before the soldiers 
for come they did, ^ist. t/o \\5i^ Xi'^iNia^, aad th^i J 
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le manor house. Why they should go there we 

'^csannot tell, as they were not likely to know that 

isdy Vernon is the kinswoman of Charles ; but 

:hey have doubtless tampered with Jack Steel, who 

a deep fellow, and knows perhaps more than we 

suppose. Jenny Cox, who is come back, tells me 

'Tt^at Jack looked very sheepish when she met him 

^on the terrace : he upset an orange tree in his haste 

"^ get out of her way, on which she called him back, 

^nd rated him sharply for his awkwardness — glad of 

^m excuse to shew her anger towards him : in this 

our good Jenny was wrong ; but I fear I should 

liave done the same. Charles reswshed the cottage 

On the heath safely, — ^and started, we know not 

><rhither, in a suit of Ned Cox's, by daybreak this 

^noming: he had a stout staff in his hand, and 

^Oionej in his pocket, and more sewed up in the 

lining of his waistcoat. He will write by post, but 

\iovf soon we cannot tell. He took his New Testa- 

^nent with him, and his last words to my Lady and 

Ills sister were, "This book shall never be parted 

^th, please God, while I live ; and I will not fail, 

Ocid helping me by His Spirit, to search it daily." 

SmeSijr, surely we have ground for deeip \)aaxM\3^^afi«►^ 



r»«:-- 
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JO God for this one thing. If Charles has dow 
wrong, the Lord God seems graciously to have over- 
ruled hoth his sin and his troubles, to bring him to 
Himself. He has learnt I trust the weakness of hii 
own strength, and the vileness of his own natu 
heart ; and he has gone forth a wiser man, and, 
he must see for his good, a sadder man than he wi 
before his fell. Yes, we must thank God for 
this ! It is better to fell, as he has done, and 
brought to know himself and seek for pardon bj 
for grace ; than to continue, as he might otherwi:^ _ 
have done, in all the heyday of youth, and weal 
and pleasure, without God in the world, fer 
well satisfied with himself and with this wic! 
world to care to seek God and to serve Him. 

We hear nothing of our poor wanderer. I dreacL^^^ 
Lucy's giving way to grief on his account; bat> -* 
rejoice to find that she dwells rather upon his 
from the imminent danger he was lately in, 
upon the risks and perils to which he is now 
posed. When thanking Lady Vernon for all 
goodness to him, I was struck by her strong faitls. ^ 
saying, " He is now in better hands than ours : ^ 
-^^ I^mve him to God." "^ ^ ^xA \)Qsy.\. Q)\^&si\fiA 
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man. He said nothing of this till the very 

before his departure. Lady Vernon had then 

loxig and satisfectory- conversation with him, in 

ct he told her many circumstances with which 

'were not before acquainted. His wife is a 

-*^*oraani8t lady, and one of the old De Lyle family. 

J-ia<iy Vernon knew them some years ago. They 

^^^ the reputation, and she says it was a true one, 

^^ l>eing rigidly strict. She supposes that Charles's 

^'*^<^^ being an heiress, is the only child of Sir 

^©irnaain De Lyle's second son. He married a 

*^testant lady, who was the friend of Lady Vernon, 

^t 'became a Romanist the year after her marriage. 

■^^ liad a large fortune, and was left a widow when 

^^ two children were young : one was a son, but 

^ clied soon after his father. Lucy feels much 

^l^ested about her brother's wife, and tells me 

^t fifom a miniature of her which Charles shewed 

^"*^ when he parted from her, she must be a 

*y charming creature. But on that very account 

^ dreads, however, her influence the more on one 

of 

^o impressible a temperament as her brother. 



"•^ Vernon thinks on the contrary, that the work 
"***oi ]2ag begun in the heart of our "brotket Q»>a3K^<^'^s 
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is of God, and therefore that it will stand, though h 
will doubtless be tried. I tell dear Lucy that I 
of the same mind with our aged friend. He will, 
feel assured, keep his promise, and will search tha 
Scriptures daily; and then, whether he may now bear 
the name of Protestant or Romanist, the truth 
finally prevail. It is an inexpressible comfort to 
that our poor outcast has such a companion as 
word of God always at hand. Surely its conaol: 
tions mil be foimd abundantly precious to him, 
more his trials and sufferings abound. He haa 
ceived the word in much affliction, God grant 
it may be also with joy of the Holy Ghost. I 
not here refer to the circumstances in which he 
been placed, but to the deep affliction of spirit whf» ^"^b 
I really believe he has experienced on waking '■^■P 
from the delusion of his late unprincipled co 
when, as he confessed to Lady Vernon, he 
that he was outraging his own sense of the p 
rule of right and wrong. I trust he may not oT^V 
carry the word of the Lord hid on his person, !>*** 
that he may be enabled to say to the Lord : " 1*1*^ 
word have I hid in my heart that I should not 
"-rainst Thee." 
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July 7. 
Cuthbert arrived last night at Temple Pleasance, 
rode over to see us this morning. He tells me 
.t the prisons in some places are full of the 



E> prisoners taken after the dispersion of the rebel 
)s. He had managed to learn the names of 
Jiy of them : the name of Charles Harington 
not been mentioned. There is, it seems, a 
bitter feeling at Court against him, from the 



^^^x-cumstance of his having served under the present 
-^ing, and held a commission in the English army. 
-■-* 'wUl be little short of a marvel, Cuthbert thinks, 
^ he is not taken. I do not mention this opinion 
^ l-ncy. 

l«ady Vernon lost a friend whom she highly 

^"teemed at the battle of Culloden — the admirable i 

^^lonel Gardiner. She has written to his widow, 

"Liady Frances, but not yet heard from her. Alas, 

^^Se are melancholy times ! A civil war is a fright- 

^^ o^il, and its consequences very grievous. The 

^^» I trust, is at an end ; but I dread to hear 

^4^6 severe retribution which those of the Cheva- 

^'b followers^ who have been taken, may be visited 

***i« Already the rumours of savage cTV}L'e\\.\fi%"to*^ 
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reached us. Those will be blessed times 

people of God, when part of that blessednes 

be, as it is written : " Neither shall they leai 

any more." We have cause to be thankfii 

this neighbourhood has been hitherto free frc 

such disturbances ; little more than rumoun 

reached our quiet village. Several nobleme 

a large body of gentlemen are to be tried c 

charge of high treason. The unfortunate 

Prince himself is still at large, perhaps a hou 

wanderer among the desolate wilds of Sco 

The immense reward of £30,000, which was o 

for his head, may still be claimed ; and unle 

has already embarked on his return to Fran 

seems to me that it will be all but impossib 

some person to resist the temptation of so h 

sum. His place of concealment is at presen 

discovered. 

My brother's stay among us will be very sh 
a week at the furthest. He feels deeply fo 
unfortunate Chevalier and his adherents ; bi 
is indignant at the thought that any one o 
family should be suspected of disaffection t 
reigning sovereign, and a\. \)aa ^^^Ocl ^VsmsX 
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made at Temple Pleasance and at Spring- 

xxxirst. He would Ydllingly remain in quiet among 

"^^^ here, for he seems heart-sick at the cruelties 

'^hich have already followed up this ill-advised re- 

■^^Uion ; but his presence now in London may be 

^^ use to poor Charles. He will at least be able 

^ hear, should Charles be taken, and to use the 

'^^ost prompt exertions to save his life. Alas, both 

*** Cuthbert and to myself, there appear but faint 

*^^pe8 of saving him should he be apprehended ! 

■Kut "Why anticipate evils which may not arise ? Let 

^ do what we can to guard against them, and be 

^^^J^^ul for the mercies we have at present received. 



July 9. 

-Faith — ^what is fEiith ? It is the medium by which 

^^ enabled to realize God. God is the glorious 

J^ct realized by this spirit-faculty. If God were 

"^thdraw Himself, or had no existence, faith 

^Uld be but as an eye which looks on vacancy, 

^ hand which grasps the empty air. But the 

^^d, the Omnipresent God, has called me and said 

^ me : " Seek ye my face." The unspeakable 

'^^^deur of the object realized, gi.\ea aa xjijaa^^'eiB^- 






►ae 
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^ liTing principle of action. If we live by faith, 
shall also walk by faith. 
Thus it was that Enoch walked with God, and " he 
this testimony that he pleased God" — ^wonderful 
^^ords ! God testified of a man that his poor fallen 
^^^e«tture pleased Him. But not only is it true that, 
'^^"thout faith it is impossible to please Him; but, that 
'^'^"tlaout faith it is impossible for a poor sinful child 
^^ God, in this uncertain world, to be happy. The 
^^vtrse of ev€ry man must be — ^nay, we know it is 
Exposed to many changes — sorrows, sicknesses, losses, 
P^ortings, trials innimierable, grievous temptations ; 
^licL at length death, closing over all like a dark 
^^bt. "In the world ye shall have tribulation," 
^cl our blessed Lord to His own disciples, but this 
^, tie victory, said his beloved disciple, which over- 
conaeth the world, even our^|ldth. Faith opens to 
^^^*^ view a prospect altogether different from that 
P^^sented to the natural eye. Thus as it is with our 
"leased Lord himself — ^to the natural eye He has no 
*^^^> nor comeliness, nor beauty; while to the spiritual 
^® He is altogether lovely; so it is with His way, and 
™® disciples* way in the world ; though to the natural 
^® it is stm^ht and narrow, and dark mtb. «u ^^e\i 
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ening gloom, leading nearer and nearer to the grave 
— to the eye of faith it is all nleasantness and peace , 
and shineth more and more unto the perfect day. 
Let me not suppose therefore that I am to find ha£>— 
piness in the walk of sight! Oh, it betrays a lament*- 
able ignorance of the instructions which God kcu-a 
given us in His word, to suppose any thing of 
kind. He has told me expressly that it cannot be 
The disorder and corruption of all things in 
world, introduced by our own sins, have occasions <i 
this ; it is not of God. Let me not search for goXc? 
in a pit of thick clay, or for the pearl of great prioc 
in a pool of stagnant waters ! nay ; when I find my- 
self seeking perfect happiness on earth, may tti^ 
angel's voice sound in my ears: "Why seek ye ih^ 
living among the dead?" If we will take upon ou:*'- 
selves, in opposition to Thy direct word to the contrary » 
O thou gracious and plain-speaking God! to expec?"*^ 
happiness where thou hast told us it shall not b^ 
found, we may well lay all the shame and sorrow o^ 
our inevitable disappointment to our own perversenea^ 
and foolishness. Why do I write thus? I canno* 
tell — my heart is heavy! and yet I know not why; '^ 
know not what it ia t\iftt c\o%ft xaa, «sl^ ^^i^ha Xf^ 
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down; I hope it is the sense of sin, that heavy bur- 
den which I should never care to drop, till I found 
Myself sinking under it. I have no present distress 
greatly to trouble me arising from the circumstances 
*^y "Which I am surrounded. The future is necessarily 
^iB.pt in an inexplicable veil to me. But though I 
^'^O'w not what a day may bring forth, I would prepare 
^^y vessel for the stormy seas before the clouds have 
^gun to gather for a tempest. Lord increase my 
^ith: help me to walk more simply by faith, that I 
'^^^y really walk with Thee ! I love the hearty raci- 
^®ss of the godly Kutherford's language, — the lan- 
S^iage of his faith, when he says : — 

**Try well green godliness, and examine what it is 
y^u. love in Christ; if you love but Christ's sunshine, 
^d would have only summer weather, and a land- 
8*te, not a sea-way to heaven, your profession will 
Plfty you a slip, and the winter-well will go dry again 
^ Slimmer. Labour for a sound and lively sight of 
^"^» that you may judge yourself an undone man, a 
^'^e of hell and sin, one dying in your own blood, 
^**^pt Christ come and pity you and take you up." 
^ how solemnly searching is he in another place, 
'***^ he sajs : **0h, sincerity! if 1 kutivi \i\3L\. -^V-aX 
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sincerity meaneth ! Sir, lay the foundation thus, and 
you shall not soon shrink nor be shaken. Make 
tight work at the bottom, and your ships shall ride 
against all storms, if -withal your anchor be fastened 
upon good ground, I mean within the veil; and 
verily I think this is all, to gain Christ; all other 
things are shadows, dreams, fancies — and nothing." 
But if it be true that in the world we shall have tri 
bulation, surely, as the godly Leighton shews, there 
is still sharper tribulation in the Church militant be- 
low. " We see in a jeweller's shop, that as there are 
pearls and diamonds and other precious stones, so there 
are files, cutting instruments, and many sharp tools for 
their polishing; and while they are in the work-shop 
they are continual neighbours to them, and come often 
under them. The Church is God's jewellery, his work- 
shop, where his jewels are a polishing for his palace 
and house ; and those He especially esteems and 
means to make most resplendant, He hath oftenest 
his tools upon them." Let me then ever bear this 
in mind, that I must walk by feith and not by 
sight, at all times and under all circumstances; 
then and then only I shall, by grace and throng 
faith, be able in everything to rejoice and give thanks'!^' 
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for, however dark the path of sight may be to the 
xi&tiiral eye, the path of feith is always bright to the 
spiritual eye. We come out of self when we walk 
^y &ith ; we leave the world and we enter the path 
^^ faith, which shineth more and more imto the per- 
fect day: in that path we may at all times give 
thanks. 



July 11. 

We have been staying at Temple Pleasance, 

*^d we met there Lady Vernon and Mr. and Mrs. 

^'^^Jcourt My dear father had prepared a delight- 

"^ surprise for us. Whom should we meet but our 

"Gloved friend Mr. Falkland; and my father intro- 

*"^^d him to us, as the Rector of Temple Underwood. 

*^*d felt a little astonished some weeks ago, when, 

^ ttie death of poor old Mr. Jannings I asked him 

'^hom he intended to present the living, and 

^^^ived this short answer : I can tell you nothing 

ftlw*v 

^^^t it at present. Having said this, he turned 

*^ptly away, and began conversing with some other 

^^*^*^n. This was unlike my dear father, and I felt 

^^ and perplexed both by his words and manner ; 
^* 1 reminded myself that I had neitTaet f^^\. Ti«t 
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reason to judge one, whose whole life since my birth, 
has been one course of uniform kindness to me, and 
who was certainly at liberty to do as he pleased in 
his own affairs. He soon after indeed turned to me, 
and spoke with much affection of his little grandson ; 
and I saw that whatever mystery there might be 
about the vacant living, there was no coolness to- 
wards myself. Alas, how mistaken we often are in 
our judgments! I am almost ashamed to confess 
that I had done him the injustice of supposing he 
thought irtikely I was about to ask for the living for 
Mr. Falkland — that some remnant of his former 
prejudice against that excellent man still remained; 
and that he therefore declined answering my question, 
intending to give it, without consulting me, to another 
person. I knew that he had received several appli- 
cations; and one from the old squire, who had asked 
for the living for his nephew, almost as unfit a per- 
son as himself to hold it. — And now the mystery 
was explained. My dear father had been doing the 
very thing which was kindest to me, and best^ accord- 
ing to his own judgment. Mr. Falkland's health 
has suffered from over-exertion in the large paridi 
liieh he has quitted, and the offer of Temple Uzid^ 

V - 
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"^NWDod came just at the time when he must either have 
resigned the charge, or have sunk under it. The 
living too -was a very poor one, in a densely populous 
tx>^wn. He has now a sphere for which he is admira- 
blj fitted. 

He is to remain with his sister at Temple Plea- 
finance for the next twelve months, as my father 
intends to rebuild the Rectory, which is almost tum- 
l>liiig to pieces. Miss Falkland was a stranger to 
'^» though not to the Harcourts ; they had met her 
^xxen they were paying a short visit to Bfer brother 
^^st year. She has only resided with him since her 
''^other's death, who was his father's second wife. 
■LiVicy is greatly taken with Miss Falkland, but they 
ai'e Very different. I have seldom met with one so 
^^t, and yet she is not reserved; what she does say 
^^ays to the purpose, and is set off by the music 
*^er low, sweet voice. — She is usually grave, but 
^^ gravity is that of a thoughtful and reflecting 
*^^*^t;.'yi saw that she could be cheerful, even to 
*^^yftilness, with children ; two of Mrs. Harcourt's 
^^liters, who were with their parents, seemed to 
^^^^i themselves to her whenever they could get 
her. She sung, at my fether's request., «sim ^i 



^i^r ' 
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Handers, and with such pure taste, and a voice of 
fine a quality, that the effect was all but entrancing* 

Lucy and she, I observed, frequently converse 
together during our stay, and Lucy's account of h&r 
confirmed my impression. "Those words of Holy 
Scripture," said my dear wife, "were continually in 
my mind, while she was speaking. The meekness of 
wisdom; that wisdom which is described as pure, 
peaceable and gentle. She will prove, if I am not . 
much mistaken, a great acquisition to our circle of 
friends; she will perhaps hold a distinguished posi- 
tion among us." 

"I know not what you mean, my Lucy," said I; 
"pray explain yourself." 

"How can I? " she replied, "when I scarcely know 
what I mean; but I would rather seem a little 
mysterious than explain myself even to myself, and 
be laughed at by you." 

" Well, Lucy, if your mystery clears up as deligh^ 
fully as my dear father's," I said, " I shall be quite 
satisfied. But you will tell me, — only me," I added 
coaxingly. 

"No, sir, not even you; 'tis but a woman's idle 
^ - fancy perhaps; and tiio\x^,Ta^ ^^^x^^soAVxi.^^jRaA^l 
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keep no facts from you, fancies are sometimes best 
^©pt to oneselE 

" But if I guess ? " 

** Why then — ^but no, even then I remain impene- 

^*^ble : still I know what I know, or rather what I 

^^Wnk," and she looked up from her work and smiled. 

** So then I am to hear ; for you seem determined 

^ challenge my inquiries, till you have excited my 

<5unosity still more, and then I suppose you mean to 

®11 me. Won*t you give me one word as a clue, 

^^d then I may exercise my skill,SLnd come perchance 

^ the centre of this labyrinth of mysterious fancies ? " 

** Yes, I will freely give you one word," she said 

^^Itlj, "and that word is, *wait'; for if time turns 

y' fancy to a fact, I may be willing to own it, and 

^^ you will not laugh at me, you will meet the fact 

*^ smiles of approval ; that is, if on this subject 

should think alike, as we usually do." 

* 'Well, well, I give it up, since I must neither 
^ Xior guess." 

* Ihe best thing we can both do^ at present," she 
^^^ ; " and now, dear Allan, I will not ask you to 
^^*^ on that word, wait, and put it Jnto practice 

y^ndBre minutes; I will be ready in. \5aa.t \kavft, ot 
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less, to bear you company ; for to-day, you know, 
are to take me with you on a parish circuit; an( 
must make haste, if we are to do our work wit 
being hurried in it, and to dine with Lady Ve: 
afterwards." 

I was very happy to see my dearest wife che< 
again ; for alas ! her usual cheerfulness had vani 
during many long weeks ; and how could it be o1 
wise, when the brother, whom she loves so tend< 
was in jeopardy of his life ? The day before we 
my &ther and mother, we were sorprised by 
appearance of my dear brother at Temple Pleasa 
He would trust no second hand with the news w 
he brought with him, and had thought it bes 
destroy the letter which contained it, before he 
London. Our good friend, Mr. Truman, the Loi 
merchant, who is my father's banker, had ' rece 
the letter in a packet from a correspondent at Ro 
dam. Our poor Charles had arrived there in sal 
and after remaining a few days with the frien 
Mr. Truman, had proceeded to Heidelburg in < 
many. He wrote a few lines to Cuthbert, anc 
added, my brother tells us, a postscript to I 
Temon, to say te \vfiA "ke^l — wA ^qvsJl^ ^ba^^ 
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proxxiise, God helping him. He had journeyed on 
^'^^^t^ to the eastern coast of England, avoiding all 
*^© large towns, and had reached Harwich in safety; 
^^Hl whence he embarked at night, within a few 
^oirtT^ of his arrival there,, having,, by God's good 
providence, found a vessel about to sail with the 
fi^t tide. 

I-iiicy was quite overcome at this joyful news ; a 

Aoa.cl^ she said, seemed lifted from her heart. Her 

^^■^t thought was to turn to me, and to beg me come 

^^^"tti her to her closet, that we might together return 

^-^^Xiks to our most gracious God. Our dear Lady 

^J^laon, who knew at once why we had retired, 

•'^^^^^ed us there ; and without speaking, for she found 

^*® jxist in the act of kneeling down, knelt with us at 

^^^^ "throne of grace, uniting her praises, and mingling 

^^^ tears of joyful thankfulness with ours. 

^n our return to the beloved circle below, Lucy 

^^ all smiles, but every now and then her eyes 

®^^ overflowing with tears. We thought the time 

^^ How come to tell my dear parents of the arrival 

nf 

^^U* poor exile at Springhurst, and of his con- 
^^**ient at the Manor-house ; and my fether 
^aeisr no longer at the search, tiiat '^^kS xM^ftia 
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here, and at his own house. He had been as I 
mentioned, most indignant at the suspicion of dis- 
loyalty attaching to his household or himself; and 
would have sent up a complaint and remonstrance 
to those in power, had it not been for my brother's 
advice, that he would let the matter rest. 

Cuthbert only remained that evening, and left 
by daybreak the next morning, on his return to 
London. My brother is a noble fellow, and de- 
servedly loved and respected by us all. ^He is 
always seeking to be useful and kind to others, 
and thinks nothing a trouble to himself in being 
so. He is much pleased at the appointment of 
Mr. Falkland to the living of Temple Underwood. 
He expressed also his high satisfEU^tion to my father 
on finding that the evening at the Hall closed with 
family prayer. Mr. Falkland has introduced this 
new practice. The old Chapel in the east wing 
has been opened and put in beautiful order, and 
the whole family assemble there morning and even- 
ing to worship God. My father, with his usual 
habits of strict order, will not allow even a groom- 
boy or gardener to be absent/ At the first bell 
from within and mthouX. \Xi^>aa>a&^> «x^ ^kj^w^^ 
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^ obey the summons ; and -when the second bell 

^'^gs — five minutes after — all must be in their 

places in the Chapel. My sister, or Miss Falkland, 

presides at the organ — for they have at Temple 

•Pletisatice a fine organ of Schreider's, which is now 

placed in the Chapel — and a psalm or a hymn is 

sttii^ by the whole congregation. I could not help 

^Daost weeping with joy to find such changes in 

^y &ther's house. Well, after all, these are but 

^^axis of grace ; but the Lord God is graciously 

pleaded to ordain and to approve such means, and 

■^^xitimes to make them the channels of His saving 

^^^^e to the soul: may He do so to every soul 

temple Pleasance, is my fervent prayer. I 

^^^^^ of those beautiful words in the book of the 

^ ^phet Isaiah : " As the earth bringeth forth her 

^> and as the garden causeth the things that 

^ sown in it to spring forth ; so the Lord God 

^^^ cause righteousness and praise to spring forth." 

T 

^ttink of those words, and on the groimd of them I 
^^^^ that every soul in my father's household may 
*"" a well-watered garden, where God giveth the 



and the blessing. And for my own part, 
can I do, but offer to Him aney^ lik© ^^lCtSSlc^ 
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>f praise and thanksgiving. Thus it is that every 
day seems to shed the light which God gives vdth 
it on some fresh proof of His tender mercy; and 
every such proof of His goodness calls for the voice 
of a thankful spirit from my heart. I dread lest 
I or any of us should receive His hlessings, whether 
earthly or heavenly, as we once did, with a heedless 
and a thankless spirit. 0, my soul, forget not all 
His henefits ! Lord give unto us that due sense of 
all Thy mercies, that our hearts may he unfeignedly. 
thankful ; and that we may show forth Thy praise, 
not only with our lips hut in our lives, hy giving 
up ourselves to Thy service and by walking befo 
Thee in holiness and righteousness all the days o^< 
our lives. 



July 12. 
I have been just reading these lines to Luc^, 
who likes them well. I pray that I may ha — 
grace to realize my own language. 

THE SHUNAMITE. 

I dwell among mine own, and I am blest, 
My husband, household, dear familiar friends ; 

I dwell among my \>eo^\e wid «kt rest, 
Thankful to God iot ^W^Has* %qq^^%% wi^jS^. 
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I have enough, nay more," she meekly cried, 
**I dwell among mine own, and I am satisfied." 

Was there no boon a monarch could bestow. 

Nought that a prophet might demand on earth ; 
Nothing to cause that cup to overflow, 
So filled with brimming blessings from her birth ? 
*'I dwell among mine own," she only said, 
** In this my happy home, and need no human aid." 

Biches were hers, but she was bless'd with more 
Than those in earthly treasure affluent. 

Or gamers teeming with their ripened store, 
A sweet and grateful spirit of content. 

This was the great inheritance, which heaven 

To the rich Shunamite had largely given. 

One blessing long desired, but still denied. 
Was wanting to that home of peace and joy : 

She had no son. The blessing was supplied ; 
The mother smiled upon her infant boy. 

But He whose love the long^sought blessing sent. 

Now taught a higher lesson than content. 

The blessing was recalled. The shades of death 
Closed the fair eyelids of the lovely child. 

The mother felt that with his parting breath, 
Earth of its sweetest blossom was despoiled : 

But checked the strong temptation to rebel. 

And said, in meek submisson, " It is well." 

hard, sweet lesson ! taught, my God I by Thee, 
Deeply to suffer, and breathe no complaint, 

In resignation to Thy wise decree. 
With the true wisdom of this gentle saint, 

Qow blest the lot, where in one heart umle 

Faith and content, as in this Sliunamile. 
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And I am blest, though poor ; I also dwell, 
All loving, loved by all among ndne own ; 

And I have learned to answer, " It is well.** 
Under the deepest sorrow I have known. 

Blest with true riches, in content of mind. 

And the best happiness, a will resigned. 



^ tab 



July 13. 

This is the heritage of the children of God: 
" Peace I leave with you," said our blessed Lord. 
They have peace in their hearts, but trouble and 
sorrow are often in their path. With the ungodly 
it is not so; they may walk in a broad untroubled 
way, but they have no peace within. Let us, there- 
fore, my beloved wife, seek to have peace in our 
hearts, and leave the way to Him who ordereth 
all things ; and let us not be surprised as if some 
strange thiug had happened unto us, if we should 
have to meet with trials and sorrows in our way. 
He has told us, that in the world we shall have 
tribulation. 

My wife was sitting with our darling in£mt sleep- 
ing in her arms, and I was writing at my study 
table. She had been saying that she thought few 

matures on earth had so much to be thankful for as 

selves, and 1 hadagte^aLlcomTDC3\i<aM\.^TOiS^ 
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*• But I suppose, Allan," she had added, ** we 
>3aiist look for troubles ?" 

** Not exactly look for them," was my reply, " they 
^^me soon enough, unlooked for; but we must be 
prepared to welcome them." 

** No, no, Allan ; if you object to my word, J object 
*^ yours. Why should we welcome troubles ? — it is 
^Uough to be resigned to them when they come. I 
*^d not mean that we should look out for troubles, 
^t 'Was only my way of expressing myself ; and you 
*^ow, dearest, that you often lecture me for my 
'^^isuse of words. Look for troubles ! not I, indeed ; 
**ut as you say, expect them and be prepared for 
"^^^lu — ^but not welcome them." 

** Yes, my own wife, welcome them ; because 
^iiatever comes to us from God we should learn to wel- 
^Bae. « Whom the Lord loveth he chasteneth,' and 
''^^ we not love Him for loving us, though this be 
^« proof of His love ? He never willingly afflicts. 
* -ft is not for His pleasure,' as the apostle writes, 
^t for our profit." 

Lticy looked very grave. " You make me sad," 
"^ ®^d, " and yet your words are good words and 
''^^^ortable words. Shall I own it lo ^wjl, tk^ 
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husband, I am frightened at the thought of this 
cnastening of which you speak. I know that it 
would be a proof of God's love, and yet I shrink 
from receiving such a proof; not so much from 
cowardice, but because I fear lest I should dis- 
honour Him by my want of confidence in Him. 
He is so good, so perfectly so supremely good, 
and I am so dull, so slow of heart, that if I should J 
be led to misapprehend, to doubt and to distrust::^ 
Him, it would be so ungrateful.' 

" It is wise and yet it is not wise, my sweetfzl 
humble wife, to speak thus — ^wise to distrust jouimm 
self — not wise to distrust Him. He has taught yo — 
not to trust in yourself at any time, but in Hi^E 
strength which is made perfect in weakness. WhsLj 
should you fear? As your day is, so shall yoi 
strength be. Let us not then take a morbid 
of this subject. When troubles come (if they shoaX^ 
come) He who sends them will send the streng^^ 
with them to enable us to bear them : till then 
may safely leave all to Him, and stay ourselves 
that great word : * He hath said I will never lea.^^^ 
thee nor forsake thee'." 

While I was ttwis a^e^^mv^ m-^ e^«^ ^ei» 
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upon the mother and her child; and I could not 
biit mark the look of intense love witli which my 
l-tucy regarded the beautiful and sleeping boy, and 
tlxe perfect security with which he lay reposing in 
h.ex anns — ^the serenity spread over the closed eye- 
K^j9 and the clear forehead of the infant, and the 
little dimpled hand resting on her lap. Suddenly 
t«h.e door of the study was pushed open, and our old 
itiastiff, Leo, stalked into the room, wagging his huge 
tail and moving about with so unceremonious a dis- 
regard of everything in his way, that he upset the 
small round table near Lucy: the noise of the 
^*Uing table disturbed the* child ; he awoke crjring, 
^^id as Leo approached him, he looked round with 
*^^^^r at the dog, and cried more loudly. But Lucy 
soon soothed her infant, and when Leo came near 
^^lU and laid his great head on her knee, the dear 
^*ul(i placed his hand on the dog's head and laughed, 
^t poor old Leo soon became troublesome, and I 
^ obliged to turn him out of the house, and shut 
^^ door upon him. When I came back the child 
^ «tlready half asleep again in his mother's arms. 
* Here is an illustration, Lucy," I said, " of the 
^^*^8» on which we were conversing, li Cjodi €tevi\!^ 



102 THANKFULNESS. 

wake us with a shock from a state of happine 
as tranquil as that child's slumher, you know 1 
experience how a mother soothes and comforts h 
weeping child. Is the Lord our God less skills 
in the sweet way of comforting His trouhled chile 
Has he not even said to us in His word : * ' As o: 
whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort yo 
and ye shall be comforted.'" Was it the consolii 
assun^ice of these gracious words that caused Lu 
to bend down immediately and press her lips soft 
to the fair cheek of her infant, and then look up 
me with so lovely an expression of confiding lo' 
and peace in her dove-like eyes? She said n 
a word. 



July 15. 
Letters from Cuthbert. The accounts he gives 
the execution of the unfortunate men who were tak 
on the side of Charles Edward are frightful. H< 
deplorable and disgraceful to a Christian commuiK: 
are such inhuman cruelties ? It appears to me tl 
no policy can justify such proceedings — no govei 
ment have a right to assume and exercise such terrD 
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withority. Tlie details of those executions on Ken- 
'^^^^gton Common are revolting to human nature, 
^ "Well as to common decency. Who can wonder at 
"^© death of the poor young lady who witnessed the 
^^©cution of her betrothed husband, young James 
■^a^son? It must have been a species of madness 
^hich drew her to the spot ; and it was doubtless 
^orse than madness which broke her heart. She 
^^ in a hackney coach, and his dreadful sufferings 
^d death were all beheld by her. She did not 
^©ak or give vent to the agony of her soul till all 
^^^ over, and till no shriek, nor sound from her 
^oice could break upon the ears of the dying man. 
^^t when the shouts of the rabble rose on the 
^^> as the executioner threw her lover's bleeding 
*^^aji; into the fire, she laid her head on her com* 
l^^^on's shoulder, and cried, "My dear, I follow 
**^^©> I follow thee. Sweet Jesus ! receive both our 
®^^j1s together ;" and her spirit passed away with the 
*^^ "Word from her lips. They had hoped to obtain 
* pardon for the poor young man, but were unsuccess* 
"^ in their application. Had he been restored to them, 
™ "fly. on which he came out of prison was fixed by 
** friends of bimaeU and the young "Vai^ iox \iciaYt 

o 
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wedding day. And this horrible fete wo 
been Charles's ! Can we be ever thankfu 
that he has hitherto escaped, and has n 
into such cruel hands? 




THANKFULNESS. 



CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 



SEASON of tianqiiil happiness 
1 now set in to the Temple 
&mily, nhich continued for several 
years with slight interruptions. At 
Springhurst few events occurred, except that the 
wife of die Rector became the mother of three 
miire children, — one hoy and two girls. Lady Ver- 
non's state of health improved, and the daughters 
of Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt had passed from their 
girlhood into modest and inteUigent young women. 
At Temple Pleasance, about a year after the last 
portion of the diary of the Rev. Allan Temple which 
has been given above, a marriage took place, which 
Lucy owned tfl her husband was the event she 
had glanced at when she had entreated to be 
allowed to keep her fencies to herself, and given 
him no clue but the word — wait. The elder son 
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of Sir Arthur wooed and won the gentle Miss Fa 
land ; and this marriage was soon followed by t 
of Mr. Falkland with Miss Temple. From ti 
to time letters were received from Germany, wh 
Mr. Harington continued to reside, among 
mother's relations : his wife and son were w 
him. More than one attempt had been made 
high quarters to obtain a pardon for him, and j 
mission to return to his own country ; but, thoT 
it was said that Frederick, Prince of Wales, 1 
exerted his influence in his behalf, no hopes 1 
been held out that his oflfence would ever be o^ 
looked and forgiven. 

The last letter received from Germany mentioi 
that Mrs. Harington had gone to England, at ' 
invitation and request of old Sir (Germain De Ly 
and being herself extremely anxious to see her o 
mother, of whose failing health she had been 
prized by Sir Germain, Mr. Harington wrote that 
wife was intending to pay a short visit at Springhui 
that she might become personally acquainted w 
her husband's sister. But more than a year past 
away : the promised visit was not paid, and 
letter came from Geimajo^. 1\i«6 ^'b^j^^i^ Mt8* I 
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I^yle was noticed in the public papers ; but this was 
^U "tliat was heard by the party at Springhurst. 

One dull afternoon in the month of November, 

*^ "the year 1758, Allan Temple had returned from 

^ long walk to a distant part of his ptirish; and 

*^^<i scarcely entered the Rectory, when his wife 

i^ae-t him and put into his hands a sealed packet, 

^^Hich she had opened. It had been brought an 

t^oixir before by a man and horse in the livery of 

*^® De Lyle family, who had refused to deliver 

*^® packet to any hands but those of her husband 

^^ herself. Lucy drew him aside, and in great 

^'^ti-ess communicated to him the contents of the 

P^^fcet. Her brother was in England, and ap 

P^^'^ntly at the point of death. Mrs. Harington 

^^^ written, entreating them both to come to their 

*^tlier without delay. They afterwards learnt that 

^^. Harington, at the time of her mother's 

^^th, -was dangerously ill ; and that her husband's 

^^^ety had been so great about her, that he had set 

^» • leaving his son in Germany, and had come 

^ England in disguise, and proceeded to Ne- 

'*^©r6liffe, where he now remained concealed. He 

"^'^Jrf his wife recovering ; and they 'v^x^ «Xysvj\. 
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to return to Germany together, when he himi 
was taken ill, and on medical advice heing asi 
his disorder was pronounced of so alarming a chai 
ter that his removal from Nethercliffe was deei 
altogether out of the question. His constitui 
was indeed totally broken up ; and when the lei 
was dispatched to Springhurst, it was thought 
possible for him to survive many days. 

The following letter was written by Mr. Tem 
to Lady Vernon. It is dated, "Deal," from wh 
place Mrs. Harington was about to embark on 
return to Germany, having left Nethercliffe 
morning after her husband's funeral. 

" The date of this letter, my dear and valued Li 
Vernon, will perhaps astonish you, Lucy anc 
are here with our poor widowed sister; she 
waiting for a favourable wind to sail for Hambur 
We think her in a very wretched state of heaJ 
but now her husband is gone she has set her he 
upon returning immediately to her child ; find m 
as she is to encounter the exertion of travelli 
her anxiety of mind is more likely to ii^jurd i 
than bodily fatigue. S\ie c\ii\%^ \ft LMcy^ who V 
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tenderly, and who, under God, has been her 

support in the trial she has lately gone 

'ough. Indeed I never saw the law of kind- 

so sweetly exercised as in all Lucy's ways 

poor Constance. She seemed to forget her 

grief (and you know how she loved her brother), 

lier affectionate anxiety for her sister-in-law. 

^ day is dark and stormy, the sea tossing and 

^Uing tremendously ; and Constance, knowing that 

^^ is impossible for her to sail till there is a change 

^^^ "the weather, had been prevailed on by Lucy to 

^'^xjcxain in bed. Her chamber at the back of the 

*^^vuse is comparatively quiet, and Lucy has had 

^ fij!^ lighted in the room, and seldom quits her 

^^^^de. I am left alone, and I cannot do better 

^^^■^m give you some account of our late visit to 

^^tJiercliffe. Surely no one has a greater claim 

^ Qfveiy detail connected with the last days of your 

*^^oved nephew's sojourn on earth than your Lady- 

t ^"^p — one of the friends whom he loved best on 

I ^^*tii. Let me, however, first thank you and our 

ji4 ^^<ir Miss Harcourt for your kindness to our dar- 

e* '^'^f diildren. Lucy bids me say that we have no 

,1 i^taety about them, while they are xmaiei ^wsx ^ovcX. 
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care. She trusts that Minnie is not troublesome, 
and that you will not scruple to send her to nurse 
if she is, or to let her be with Jenny Cox, who is 
an especial favourite with the children. Hugh 
Minnie are seldom better .pleased than when in — . 
vited to drink tea with her in her own little si 
room. Pray tell Hugh, from me, that I depend o: 
him; I know he will watch and pray for s 
to keep his promise to me. — But to return. — W ^^e 
reached Xethercliflfe, after travelling all nigh - t^ 
towards the evening of the day following our d- 
parture from Springhurst. The day had 
mild, but gloomy ; but towards its close the 
made its appearance from behind the clouds, 
was setting in a deep crimson sky when we em 
the grounds of Nethercliffe. For many pr6vii> 
miles our road had been across a broad and 
late heath; and much as I admire that sort 
scenery, I must own that I never passed 
a more dreary region. Nothing was to be 
but a succession of low bleak hills and dismal bo^' 
lows, while the road in places was a deep qjE&cl^'' 
sand; and the horses proceeded slowly, having ^^ 
*/»il up and down ono \m[!![!1 «SX«t ^iiaa ^j^ust. Iff^ 
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reached at length the stone wall entirely enclosing 
the park of Nethercliffe, beyond which one is 
able to see nothing, owing to the broad belt of 
Scotch firs within the wall. We had great diffi- 
culty in gaining admittance at the lodge, till the 
groom, wbo was riding behind us at some distance, 
made his appearance, when the heavy gates were 
instantly thrown open. But we soon found that 
we had only entered the outer park ; for we caught 
sight in places of an old brick wall through the 
branches of the large trees standing as thick as in 
a forest in the outer park. Here another lodge 
stopped our progress, but only for a few minutes. 
From thence the road began to descend through a 
long and double avenue of magnificent oaks. Still 
the house was not to be seen; but we found our- 
selves on the green margin of a broad lake of dark 
clear waters, along which we continued our course 
for about a quarter of a mile, to a spot where a 
raised causeway has been thrown across the broad 
waters. The avenue is here narrower, but con- 
tinues over the whole length of the causeway. And 
here again we came to old and spreading t£^«&^ 
tMeHjr grouped together ; and Hie loeA Ae^cftiA^^ 
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through a rocky ravine to the level ground oi 
which the ancient mansion stands. A broad moai 
entirely surrounds the house; and we entered b] 
a drawbridge, which was not let down till we hac 
reached the edge of the moat. We had no soonei 
entered the court-yard, than I heard the creakin| 
of the chains as the bridge was again drawn up. 

Such is the mansion of the De Lyles; a plac 
well-suited for the retreat of those who desire fl 
elude the observation of their fellow-men; or, — 
least, to gain time for concealment, in case the 
retreat should be suspected, and their privacy Lz 
vaded. It is an old catholic mansion, few of which^ 
should suppose, so skilfully planned and well^lac^ 
are to be found in our protestant country. I dov- 
whether under any other circumstances but thoi 
which have caused us to be summoned here, a^ 
members of the reformed church would have b9^ 
willingly admitted to its interior. We were receive 
with rigid courteousness, in a low, but spacious h^ 
of dark t)ak, lined with gloomy pictures, by tl 
master of the mansion, and his eldest son. 0^ 
(Germain is evidently fax advanced in years; tall iH*^ 
unbending; his haix aa '^\il\;& ^ ^n^^-^^X:^ ^as&«fi^ 
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flasliing and piercing as those of an eagle; his dress, 

^f an old feshion, was a complete suit of black velvet: 

*^is son was also in mourning, and perhaps a more 

Aorbidding looking person than his father; so that 

*^^ir first impressions of Nethercliffe, taking much of 

^^eij tone also from the state of our own anxious 

^^*^itids, were sufficiently sombre. We were ushered 

^^to a large saloon, richly, but plainly furnished, but 

^so panelled with dark oak : and there, rising from his 

®^a.t at our entrance, and leaving the wide fireplace, 

^Ixich was blazing with huge logs of burning wood, a 

Very different person accosted us. Laying down the 

*^^H>^ which he had been reading, and coming forward 

^^"tli a bland smile, Mr. Basil De Lyle bowed court- 

^'^^isly to us as we approached and his father intro- 

^^Ced him. If features and contour alone constitute 

^ handsome man, he is remarkably handsome; but 

^^*^ is a look of subtilty in his eyes, and a dropping, 

y®t "vdnking of the eyelids, when you endeavour to 

^ liis gaze, which causes an involimtary distrust. 

■^^ smooth and flattering words were accompanied 

^ *^ peculiar smile; one which worked the muscles 

** "*3ie &ce like a piece of machinery, but on sub- • 

f, left not a gleam behind; it vraa \3cift ^osSl^ ^i 
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the muscles, not of the heart. Much as I felt re- 
pulsed by the manners of the father and elder brother, ^^ 

they appeared after a little time to be merely dis^ 

agreeable; but one could not help preferring theij 
unpleasant bearing, to that of their courteous, but, 
fear, mly kinsman. I only wonder that Charh 
Harington could be pleased with him. We 
veiled exceedingly that he could smile and talk 
placidly on various subjects, with a dying relation 
the house; and his indifiference grated on our fee^I- 
ings. But after conversing for a short time in 
way, and scarcely receiving an answer from Lucy 
myself, and no doubt perceiving the impression 
manner had produced on us, with consummate 
he glided into a totally different style of conversation^' 
He spoke strongly, and with some bitterness, on 
subject of the late unhappy rebellion; passing 
indignant censure upon the ambition of the lead^i^ 
in both parties ; and referring to the account tb^/ 
would have to render to God, for the waste of hraoBB 
life : but though he spoke earnestly, and seemed to 
be worked up by his own warmth of feeling, once of 
twice his eye encountered mine, and I saw from tb0 
subtle glance which.\ie 4.\iecXft^«>!iX«rw6.\.€t5 ^\fla|pl|i^ J^^ 
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^yselfi that he was rather watching the effect of his 

»iiiarks upon us, than speaking what he thought or 

It. Yes; and he knew that I understood him; for 

ter meeting one of these glances, he appeared 

ighdy discomposed, — ^rose up, and left us; saying 

^ixiething to himself, of which we caught nothing 

It the name of Mr. Harington. But all this time 

^ had received no summons to go to our dying 

"Other. Lucy's first agitated questions on entering 

^ house, had been a request to see her brother 

^tandy ; and it was then that the cold and haughty 

pljr she received from Sir Germain had made us 

^nk from his repulsive manners. — "Madam, he 

Qps now, and you doubtless would not disturb 

U" She had said nothing more on the subject 

some minutes; but then turning again to the 

baronet; "let me at least be taken to his cham- 

and sit by his bedside : I will not speak or move, 

shall be near him." — " And when he wakes, 

n, the shock of your sudden appearance might 

m." Lucy was again silent: at length, with a 

but dignified manner, such as I had never 

before, and which I should scarcely have 

i her capable of assuming, s\ie txvnifi^ \o 
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Sir Oennaiii, with a look and voice as cold ai 
determined as his own; and said : ** You will at lea 
ring the bell, sir, and if no one else can acquaint c 
sister that I am here, and ready to come to ^ 
Harington when he is prepared to see me, you w 
order one of your servants to do so." From tt 
moment, — ^whether it was that the old man gave l 
credit for as haughty a spirit as his own, and £ 
that she would not succumb to him ; or, that he ^ 
really pleased with her resolute and dignified be: 
ing, — whatever the cause might be, his cold a 
rigid stateliness relaxed, and he treated her with 
courteousness which was at times almost kindness 
About half an hour after our arrival, a V4 
different person from any of the family we t 
yet seen, estered the room: — the wife of our 
loved brother came to us. Notwithstanding 1 
deep dejection, she welcomed us with an engagi 
sweetness of manner; after saying a few affectiona 
words to both of us, she looked at Lucy a litt 
while, and said; "Yes, it is as he told me ; I am fitn 
that I must love you I" and she threw her arms aroun 
her, and kissed her, giving way at the same timo i 
a buret of weeping. " Xoxx ^^n)i\. ^\a.^ ^\5q.\bs^'* A 
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., "and help me to nurse him. There was 

hesitation," she added, regardless of the pre^ 

sexice of her grandfather and uncle, " as to send- 

•^■^ig for you, or rather, as to admitting you to his 

Glaamber: but it is best to be open; and to throw 

^^mselves entirely upon your honour; and to tell you 

^^^1^3.1; it is a secret chamber. You must be well aware, 

*^*^a.t; your brother's life would not be safe for a mo- 

^^©nt, even in this house, were it not for such a re- 

^*©a.t. I am sure, sir," she continued, turning to Sir 

^^rmain, " you must agree with me that the best 

^^©^fuard we can resort to with persons of the cha- 

^^^*5ter of Mr. Temple and my sister, is that of honour. 

'■•^^, sir, and my uncle Oliver are of this opinion; and 

^y imcle BasiL will find out that our confidence is 

^^t misplaced." Mr. Basil De Lyle, who had again 

^^red the room and resumed his seat by the fire side, 

^^ked up from his book with a quiet glance ; but on 

Noting my eye smiled graciously, and said in his 

^^ixdest tone, that whatever his doubts might have 

^U before, it was only necessary to become ac- 

^^ted with Mr. and Mrs. Temple to dismiss them. 

1%. Hanngton looked at him for a moment^ but 

de no remark; and drawing Lucy's actci 'w^JiJcMa. 
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her own, led her from the room, begging me 
follow. 

We ascended the grand staircase, and entered 
long corridor, and passed through several gloo: 
chambers, till we stopped at one smaller and mo 
meanly furnished than the others; here Mrs. 
ton left us, begging us to wait for her retom. I: 
few minutes she came back, saying, ''the secret 
is now open/* She did not lead us fiaxther than 
the fire-place in the room where we had waited A. 
her; but on one side, within the space of the chlizi- 
ney, we foimd that a dark passage was open; the 
spring, or means of opening it, was evidently in soine 
other room : we passed under the lofty, canred 
chimney-piece, and were soon ascending a flight of 
steps, which brought us to a small chapel, which ^ 
entered by a door on one side of the altar. " TWs is 
their place of worship," said she; " and it is, as yoo 
are aware, necessarily a secret retreat. My dear 
husband's chamber is beyond it^ and so skilfiiUf 
placed, that unless the house were to be pulled do^ 
it would scarcely be discovered. I will teU hiffl 
jou are here; and come back to take you to hiffl 
immediately." T\ie daaxrlVifti 'm^\xM2ii^^Vs«sA.^ 
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Jharles, was small, but airy and pleasant, and well 
ghted from above ; it was well furnished, and alto- 
Jther a most comfortable retreat. He was evidently 
. the last stage of a rapid consumption; and unable 
leave the bed, or rather couch, on which he was 
dining, supported by pillows. Am. old, and faithful 
male servant was sitting by his side, who rose and 
itired to the chapel on our appearance. He was 
ore pleased than agitated at seeing us ; and he 
Id us that if he could only have seen his boy he 
Lould have been perfectly happy. During the Wo 
lys that he survived, I had many deeply interesting 
iterviews with him. His wife and sister were con- 
antly by his bedside, and Lucy and I have many 
fecting details to give you, when we meet, of his 
mversation with us. He frequently spoke of you, 
ad said that he had kept his promise and never 
llowed. a day to pass without searching — (he said 
earching, not reading, as he would once have said) 
—the New Testament you had given him. Not 
bat he had confined himself to that one portion 
f the inspired word. He had with him a small 
ible, which he showed me, and I found it marked m 
oest of the sacred pages, I prayed witkltmsi axi^ T^»d^ 
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to Jiim when we were alone together ; but I aske- 
no questions as to the name of the Church to whic= 
he outwardly belonged. I found that he loved tt 
Holy Scriptures, and that he looked for redempti(= 
and salvation simply and wholly to our Lord Jesm 
Christ, and I thtught there was no time then ff 
other questions of deep importance. My gr^ 
anxiety was to find in him marks of a member 
the one true Church : and these marks I discovers 
On the evening that ho departed I was sittLi 
in the library, where I passed most of my tim© 9 
not with Charles, when I received a sudden sizi 
mens — a note from Lucy, written in pencil, beggit 
me to come immediately, if I wished to see him on^ 
more alive, for she saw that he was dying. I lo€ 
no time in going to him. On passing through tb< 
secret chapel I was struck by finding a EomM* 
priest in full canonicals sitting there. He yf93 
reading, and his white surplice and the open p0g^ 
of his book seemed to concentrate all the light rf 
the lamp suspended from the ceiling: the rart 

• of the chapel was almost in darkness ; and as be 
neither moved nor spoke, I passed on widioat 

noticing his features. 1 io\ai^ ^jwst C2tossJ«jk ^pt 
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^"■^g for breath. He clasped the hand I extei^ed 

liim; and then turning his eyes alternately to 

cj and myself he fixed their gaze on his wife, 

whispered fEiintly, " I commit her and my child 

^ Ood and to you. Your hand, mr Constance," 

added after a short pause ; afld when she had 

S^'V'en it to him he raised himself with an effort, 

^^<i we saw that he wished to place it in ours. We 

^^stired him with what willingness we received the 

^^^iired charge he committed to us, and smiling on 

^^^ as his head sunk on the pillow, he murmured : 

•*I^ray, my brother, pray." I began to pray, but 

®^^^areely had the sound of my words risen from 

'^^^^ lips, when a hand was placed on my shoulder. 

■* <iid not start, for I strongly repressed the impulse 

^ do so; my eye had caught the gleam of the 

^^iest*s surplice as the folds of it fluttered near me. 

^ continued praying, but the hand was still on my 

Moulder, and its grasp was stronger, and a voice 

Tfaispered inr iny ear, " I must beg you to take your 

ttve of him, or there will be no time to administer 

3 last offices of his Church ; and, let me add, that 

3r that service is over no one must be admit^d. 

% " Though I was at first taken \i^ «argf«&fc. 
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I j^as not altogether unprepared for this inter 
ruption, after having seen the priest sitting rebec 
in the chapel ; but I own I was astonished, ol 
turning to address him, to see Basil De Lyle befon 
me, and for the first time in his true character 
— ^that of a Jesuit priest ; his bland and eourteoai 
smile replaced by a grave and commanding sere 
rity ; his large, stem eyes and every feature wear 
ing an expression of imperious defiance. His vokx 
was low, scarcely rising above a deep whisper. " J 
am sorry to be obliged to remind you,** he said, 
** that you have no place here, no right but that 
of affection, to which we have conceded eveiything 
tiiati was due ; I must now beg you to depart anc 
to leave us together." I had made up my mim 
what to do ; and rising up, I turned from the Jesni 
priest and looked stedfastly at Charles. But be hi^ 
seen, and, I suspect, heard everything. Bekufi 
could speak he rose up in bed, though with difOddirj 
His wife's arm was thrown round him as he did 
so, to support him ; he said something to htffi 
and she turned her eyes to Lucy, who poured soiK 
liquid into a glass and held it to his lips, and A9 
bathed his foreheaA mWi ^xo^gsrj ^^\et. "fiiN^ 
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'^'ig^tened and he spoke clearly. " I wish to die 
^'^ loTe and peace with all men," he said ; •* but I 
^ovild state distinctly, that I am not a Roman 
^^tiiolic. I committed a great sin in joining 
^^*^«tt Church ; I did it in ignorance ; I have con- 
fessed and repented of that sin, and I believe I 
*^*^ forgiven. Were I not to renounce my error, 
^O'^ that I have seen it, my sin would be against 
^^Stit, — a sin not to be forgiven, Constance," he 
**i<ied, "tell me once more, is not our faith th^ 
®^Jaie, are we not one in Christ?" 

** We have long been so, my own love," she re- 
Plied, " and it was wrong, very wrong, to let any 
^^xiaideration, any wish for peace keep us silent. * It 
^^IU9 too much akin to that system, the workings of 
>rhich we have seen so much of." 

The Jesuit fixed his eyes upon them for a mo- 
iiient ; the dark blood rose in his face even to his 
temples, and was succeeded by a death-like pallor. 
• He drew in his breath and mastered his spirit, and 
then turning to me with a calmness that astonished 
me, he Baid : " This, sir, I presume is your work, 
and the perdition of immortal souls must lie at 
jonr door; and this, let me tell you, Va "VixsX^ ^ Y^"*^ 
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return for the implicit confidence which has beei 
reposed in you. But, my poor erring children," h. 



added, with a gentleness and meekness which shew( 
his extraordinary power of self-command, " I cann^KZi^l 
suffer you to perish, the dupes of an insidious b ^ ■ t 
deadly heresy, without using one last eflfort to sa^^^i^^^ 
you. Your sin is great, but the Church still op^ 
her arms to receive you as penitent children, si 
raises her voice to speak pardon and peace. Wh< 
but in the true Church can you hope to find 
certain assurance of your salvation ?" 

*' I have found it," said the dying man, witli ^ 
solemnity of look and manner which it is impossib!!^ 
to describe ; " I have found it ; but not in any wojncf 
of man, whether Protestant or Catholic. It is here 
alone to be found :" and he placed his band on 
the Bible which lay open on the coverlet; "it is 
here that God has revealed it to me by his Spirit" 

The Jesuit quietly took up the book, looked «t 
it in silence, and as quietly replaced it. I thon^ 
I saw something like a smile of derision cnilnf 
the muscles of his mouth, but whether he hmM 
have spoken again or not, I cannot tell, itfl^ 
that moment anotlciex No\a^ xo^ vs^fwv iJda ki 
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illnesd of the chamber : " Lord Jesus, receive 
y spirit," were the solemn words we heard, oad 
'eiy eye was fixed upon the countenance of 
iXi that uttered them. Again his lips moved, 
^"fc no sounds were audible ; his head drooped, 
^e that of an infent sinking to sleep, on the 
'Xitle bosom of her who supported him : no one 
i-^cd to interrupt the breathless silence, of the 
^^3ct few moments, till one gentle sigh told us 
^.t all was over, and that he had fallen asleep 
the Lord. 
I feel scarcely equal to the task of telling you 
^re at present. The scenes which followed would 
* upon the account I have given you of that most 
axieful and most blessed close to our beloved 
>ther's course on earth. When I speak of scenes, 
not allude to violence. There was no violence 
my kind ; but never can I forget, though it will 
aps be best to enter into no details, the cold, 
r, and repulsive treatment which Lucy and 
If and our poor Constance met with in that 
y mansion, for gloomy in every sense it now was. 
issed our time together, Lucy and Constance 
same chamber at night, and 1 m ^^ ^- 
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st^anee haa been much tried by the arrival of her 

"Uncle Basil at A . He was all gentleness 

ctnd kindness, and the Count feared that he was 
Regaining much of his former influence over poor 
Constance. He oflfers to superintend the edu- 
oation of her son. The Count had warned her; 
fcut all his warnings and remonstrances had only 
'tended to create a coolness and estrangement be- 
t;\v^een himself and Constance. She told him indeed 
^Iiat she saw in him a narrowness of spirit most 
ixnlike the enlarged charity of her imcle Basil. We 
xxow understand parts of her letters which perplexed 
VIS, and her late unaccountable silence. The Count 
says that it is evident no pains have been spared 
"to prejudice Constance against Lucy and myself. 
She also complained, it seems, of our not writing, 
"when we have written frequently. The letter of 
the Count to Lucy is in fact in reply to one from 
her, asking him to send her some account of Con- 
stance. We feared that she was ill, or that our 
letters had not reached her. 



March 17. 
Another letter from our German "kmatossi. "^^ 
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tells US that our dear Constance has been ill since 
he last wrote ; her mind being much disturbed 
about her husband's last moments. She had ac- 
cused herself of not allowing him to receive the 
last rites of the Catholic Church. This came out 
in her delirium; for her illness was fever, at- 
tended with delirium. She had given her consent 
to Mr. Basil De Lyle to educate her son, and was 
preparing to start with him and his pupil to 
Italy, when she was taken ill. All this is plainly 
the work of that crafty Jesuit. However, the 
influence which he had been regaining by his 
presence will, the Count hopes, be now dispelled. 
The Jesuit has been arrested owing to informa- 
tion communicated to the court of A by 

the English minister. Mr. Basil De Lyle is 
deeply implicated in a political plot. Had he not 
fled from England his life would have been in 
danger, and it seems he narrowly escaped; for his 
father's house was searched a few hours after he 
had left it. This information I received from 
Cuthbert, who has lately returned from London 
to Temple Pleasance. He and his wife have been 
ipying my fathex's \io\\ae> yq. "^Ow^ ^^iwa, ^^ 
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^xxey have been much with the court. , Cuthbert 
stiaxl^^ at my ignorance and astonishment when 
^ mentioned it as a well-known fact, that Mr. 
"^^il De Lyle is no other than that notorious 
"^^suit, Father Marshall. 



June 12. 
At last we have heard from our sister Constance; 
^lle is at Hanover. The count Von Adelberg had 

^^en appointed minister from the court of A to 

'Hanover; and he has taken Constance and her son 
^Vith him. He was anxious, it seems, to restore the 
^on of his nephew to the position which his father 
-forfeited with the royal family; and after several 
interviews on the subject with Lord the Eng- 
lish minister, and some demur, his application is in 
^ feir way of succeeding. The affection of the late 
Excellent Queen Caroline for Charles and Lucy's 
mother, who was the Count's sister, had not been 
forgotten in the English court by the princesses; 
and at their intercession, it is hoped that the king 
may consent to restore the dear child to his father's 
small estate in England. 
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June 14. 
The small-pox has broken out in the village.. It 
seems that a miserable woman and her children, the 
widow of a soldier who was killed in the late sad 
rebellion, had sunk down with fetigue and illness 
at the door of a cottage near the Rectory. The 
kind and pious people of the house took her in, and 
made up a bed for her; sending immediately to heg 
that I would come and pray with her. The poor 
creature died the next morning. One of her children 
sickened the next day with the small pox; and it has 
proved of the most virulent kind. We are using 
every precaution : for we dread the spread of so fatal 
a scourge. 



h 



June 19. 

The small-pox has appeared in the farther end of 

the village. One of the farmers' wives, and two 

children, are laid up with it. We find on inquiry^ 

that the poor soldier's wife had been permitted to 

sleep in a bam there, the night before she came to 

the cottage where she died. Having questioned the 

eJdest of her children, I have now learnt that her 

* mother had buried tin© :jouTi^ft^\. OcSl^, ^V^a died rf 

ie small-pox at SlareYia\i\3irj, %\io\y!^ %.^^€^«aiSA, 
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June 21. 

The little child at the cottage near us, is dead, 

^nd the kind-hearted woman who nursed her, is taken 

ill. Our own poor little Minnie has sickened to-day 

of the same frightful disease. Lucy is very calm, 

«nd says that she feels assured that He, who has 

been pleased to visit us with this affiction, will 

enable us to pass through it, without dishonouring 

His holy name. "We must pray, dear husband, 

against a faithless and murmuring spirit." She 

added, the tears fillii;ig her eyes, " if the sheep 

suffer, why should not the shepherd suffer with 

them ?" 



June 29. 
The good woman, blessed be God! is recovering; 
but our sweet Minnie is very ill ; the disease assumed 
its worst form to-day. Lucy is most graciously sup- 
ported. Our admirable fHend, Miss Harcourt, has 
come to us from the Manor House; and her calm 
self-possession, and trust in God^ is a great sup- 
port to us : not that my dear wife is wanting in either 
respect. Our youngest child is unwell : Lady Vernon 
buB Bent for the two others ; and as tkei^ S& iv^ "e^s^ 
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for herself— (she has had the small-pox) — we ha* 
agreed to accept her kind offer. 



July 1- 
Our darling Minnie is taken from us. The L* 
gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; blessed be 
name of the Lord ! 



July 1F= 
This awful calamity has fellen heavily upon 
it has continued to spread throughout the vi 
We have now faint hopes of Arthur's life: — i 
little sufferer, his patience is quite affecting. 

I have just left my Lucy and Miss Hanvc? 
Heliring the sound of weeping in the room abav< 
hastened up-stairs: I found Lucy with her cbi 
lying dead on her knees. Our dear Miss Harcoo; 
gently removed the child; and my poor wife threi 
herself on my bosom. "Let me weep, let me weep 
Allan," she cried, in a voice so piteous, thatit wan{ 
my very heart; "I will say — I can say, it is well 
but let me weep. the relief of these tears!" an 
as she spoke, she pressed her poor cheek closer t 
my bosom, and looked wj m m^ ^3Mjfe% ^^ \»a&^ 
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the while streaming over her pale, sweet face. 
It was almost too much for me, but I was graciously 
enabled to speak a few soothing words to her, though 
I found that my own tears were falling almost as 
fast as her's. We left the dear little lifeless body with 
nurse, who was also in great grief, and we went 
into the adjoining room, where we found great relief 
in spreading our case before that gracious and pity- 
ing friend, who in all our afflictions was afflicted. 
"It is well!" said Lucy, as we rose up; and she 
spoke calmly. — "My spirit is refreshed. He hath 
done this, who doeth all things well, * His nature, 
and His name, is love.' " 

I was called soon after to visit a dying man, sink- 
ing under the same terrible disease. Lucy was with 
me when the message came: she looked up from 
the Bible in which she was reading, and said 
•with a sad smile: "There is one comfort, Allan, 
that Hugh and Ellen are safe: we need have no 
anxious fears for them." What were my feelings of 
dismay, when, on returning home, I met a servant 
from the Manor House, bearing the overwhelming 
tidings that Hugh and his sister had both been taken- 
ill that morning! This was t\ie &t«t ne^^i ^i\MaX»A>iS5Sk 



/ 
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to communicate to my poor i^ife: for she met me, 
asking if I had heard nothing from Lady Vernon, 
while in the village. " She has never fedled till to- 
day," said she, " to send to us before this hour." I 
had no need to speak, for she read in my counten- 
ance the agony of my heart; and guessed, and told 
me that she did so, what I was unable to contradict 
She hastened up stairs. — I was detained a few mi- 



nutes in giving orders about some nourishment tc 
be sent to one of my sick people; and on going 
her chamber, expecting to find her there, I 1 
from ^urse that she had set off, scarcely waiting 
throw on her hat and cloak, to the Manor-house. 



Harcourt had seen her going, and had followed h& 



August 20. 
A month has passed since I have written a word 
this diary: I have not had the heart to do so. 
are childless ! I need not, and I cannot bear to 
those details which are associated chiefly with 
suffering, and with death. My darling Hq(^ 
first-bom, had been brought to know the Lord; 
his youthful spirit was lifted up by a triomplis^^ 
faith: his last words vjete^ ^T«aafc, «siWs&\Mfcef>i^ 



i 
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•s peace. His sweet little sister, who lay in the 

X-t; bed to him, seemed to be taught of God, 

tv>ugh her brother; and when he joined his hands 

prayer, she also joined her little hands, and 

J-owed with her voice his simple words. Through- '^ 

^t, the whole of their illness, my Lucy was a 

>nder to herself, and to me. I never saw the 

►odness and the grace of God more strikingly mani- 

sted, than in the strength by which He sustained 

*J^- She was every thing that a christian mother 

►xild have been, to her two children: she was en- 

*led to restrain every look and tone of sadness, in 

^ir presence, and to speak to them with smiles, and 

^oice of exquisite sweetness, of their Heavenly 

"'tier's love ; and of the glorious rest which awaited 

XI. When all was over, then for the first time 

Beemed to awake up to a sense of her desolation : 

still her strong faith struggled with her natural 

ags. ** It must be said : " she exclaimed, looking 

rds, " Oh Lord God, give me strength to say 

It is well! and Thou callest for praise and 

fulness from those whom Thou hast led to love 

and to trust Thee." After this, she continued 

yat themorda, "It is well! It \a ^^\!lV' \w^. 
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slowly, and almost to herself; as if she were learn- 
ing the lesson in her heart:— once or twice they 
seemed almost choked in the utterance. "Dear, 
dear husband,*' she at length said, "answer me a 
question.— Have I not heard you say, that faith is 
that grace, of all others, by which we may be best 
enabled to glorify God; because it brings us more 
out of self, than any other grace ; and enables us to— 
hope even against hope ? and do you not think that^ 
if we strive in His strength, to look upon a sorro 
like ours, as a proof of His peculiar love, and a cal 



for our deepest thankfulness, even while we feel th 
whole current of our natural feelings struggling 
bring us down to hard thoughts of God ; — do you 
think that He will help us, and sustain us; 
enable us at last, to pass from the walk of faith, ev^u 
to the triumph of faith? and yet while I say this," 
she added, pressing her hands closely to her bosam, 
" this swelling heart of mine seems bursting with 
agony. — ^AUan, dear Allan, speak to me: why ^ 
you look so lost, — so wretched? I must — I A) 
depend on you." I endeavoured to answer, bat I 
fear the conflict within me was but too MthfoQf 
pourtrayed on my covmXfcTi'KWi-^^ i<5t ^<^ ^^sddeo^ 



'^i& 
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light my arm, and with a feint scream, cried, " Oh, 
is ill, he is also taken with this awful pestilence ! " 
It I was not ill, and I was at once most graciously 
abled to rise superior to my own suffering, and to 
)the and comfort her. One assurance I trust re- 
lined from that hour deeply engraved upon our 
arts ; — one that was suggested to me, by the 
lispers of a still small voice within: "What I do, 
3U knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 



It was the morning after the funeral. We had 
th followed the bodies of the two last of our child- 
a to their grave; and had returned to our now 
solate home. I had not quitted the side of my 
loved wife: and oh, how keenly had I felt both 
• her, and for myself, when the" dead stillness of 
3 house continually reminded us that we were 
reaved indeed. For the last few years, we had 
Ldom known what it was to return to this house, 
en from a walk, without hearing the swaet aound 

our children's voices, or of their joyous laughter; 

to see some little smiling face at the windows; 

to meet Hugh and Minnie at the door: but this 
18 to he DO more; all had {itosed assay Y^^a^AsrvJ^Jp^ 



228 THANKFULNESS. 

vision: it was difficult indeed to realize the blank 
which had replaced it. We saw the little cots 
through the half-opened door of the nursery, and the 
vacant crib in our own chamber, from whence, at 
day-break, we had so often heard the merry laugh of 
our youngest infant. 

Alas! we had not been the only sufferers: we 
were not the only parents bereaved of their children, - 
There were few houses in the parish wholly exempts 
from this fearful scourge. By the average after — 
wards taken, one out of every four attacked by th^ 
malignant disorder died. Springhead, we 
with gladness of heart, had entirely escaped. TL 
Harcourts had offered to come to us; but we 
positively forbidden their doing so. 

Lucy was sitting opposite me ; her faxje very paL^, 
and her eyes heavy with continued watching and 
want of sleep : she appeared to be deep in thought; 
when suddenly a flood of tears gushed from her eyes, 
and yet a smile, or rather a struggle to smile, lighted 
up her countenance, seeming with its light to break 
through the cloud of her grief. I inquired, with ten- 
der anxiety, the cause of her sudden and conflicting 
emotions. She reigi^e^ eA. oxLC,^,\s\a.\. ^^^\sM8oMia( 
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v-oice, — ^for the inward struggle was still going on : " I 
Ixad felt so very desolate on returning home, and had 
ctlinost yielded to a murmuring, as well as a disquieted 
spirit. I was beginning to ask the impious question : 
Why has this affliction Mien so heavily upon us? 
Ajid then I was frightened at myself — at the rebel- 
lious spirit which I felt rising within me; and I 
raplored my heavenly Father to bring some portion 
>f His word to my mind, as He had done before ; 
^hicb might strengthen my feith, and enable me 
itill to walk with Him, still to come out of myself, 
Xjxd to hold on, — still cling to him with a perfect 
i^onfidence in His goodness: this Scripture has 
been sent as it were to my rescue : * We glory in 
tribulations also, knowing that tribulation work^th 
patience; and patience, experience; and experience, 
hope.* Oh! I felt it impossible to restrain the rush 
of tears — tears even of joy and thankfulness, which 
seem equally to relieve my brain, and my heart ! " 
and rising up as she spoke, she came to me, and 
laying her head on my bosom, she wept again with- 
out restraint ; then wiping away her tears, she said, 
" I am better now,— oh, so much better ; and I feel 
that I can thank and bless Him aliW., mXk «Xi tss:^ 
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heart. I can still say, * It is well ;* I am sure if 
well ! Come Allan," she continued " let us rise i 
the day is beautiful, and the air is mild; and. 
sweet summer breath will restore us both. Th^ a 
thing that makes me miserable now, is to see ^ 
poor haggard flEtce. Come, let me take your arm -^ 
will walk together in that sheltered alley, wher^ 
shall see nothing but the blue sky above our h^ 
and hear no sounds, but the warbling of the so 
birds among the branches; " and with something 
her former manner, she passed her arm within min 
and together we left the room. 

We had just reached the door, and I had oper 
it, when our steps were arrested by the somw 
a horse *s feet ; and in a moment after, emei 
from the dark trees which screen the garden 
the road, a youth of about fifteen appears 
horseback approaching us. The light breez 
back his streaming hair ; and though his is 
thin and pale, the glow of exercise had 
flushed his cheek. There was a youthfi 
about his whole person, and an expressic 
countenance which perplexed while it fascii 
Whom was he like*? 'waa xXi^ c^^'^NAssvi.^' 
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myself, and answered as quickly as I asked it; 
vihom but the delicate and gentle being that was then 
leaning on my arm. The next moment he was stand*- 
ing before us ; the bridle in one hand, his hat, which 
he had lifted from his head, in the other; and 
his large soft eyes were raised with an expression 
of such touching and appealing affection, that we 
were both deeply moved. But then he spoke, and 
the whole character of his face was changed, as the 
bright and glancing fire of animation accompanied 
his words. "You wonder who I am," he said : " you 
ask me whence I come !" and there were tones in 
his voice, and a charming frankness in his maimer 
which would still have perplexed me, had not Lucy 
shewn that she recognized the boy by throwing her 
arms round him and clasping him to her bosom. 
•* I do not ask jou," she said, " I need no words 
to tell me who you are; it is impossible to be 
mistaken !" 

** I am your nephew," he replied, — " unless," and 
the same touching expression came into his eyes 
again, " imless I may call myself your child, and 
find with you that I am no longer an orphan." 

Me looked ^om one to the otYieT, «si^ \ «aw /^ 
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tho smile with which he received the gaze of ten- 
derest affection that met his inquiry, that he felt 
as we felt, that he had hecome from that moment 
as our own child to hoth of us. ** We came to 
England but a fortnight ago,** he said ; ** we were on 
our way to you, but my dear dear mother was tak< 
ill on the road, and she is dead.** The tears si 
unheeded and unchecked by him over his face. ** 
have left her grave this morning; her happy spirit 
I know, vdth Him who called her from me : and 7 
have done what she desired. I have come at once 
you, my father, and . . yes, yes, I am sure of Ez^ it 
now, my father and my mother : and you will lov^^e 
me, and you will let me love you, and try to make y< 
as happy as you have already made me.** My 
was on his head, and words of blessing were on ir mj 
lips as I also drew the charming boy to me, and kiss ^sd 
his fine open forehead. ** He is -our son, Lucy*" 
I said, turning to her, "your own son and nuKMe. 
God has given him to us, to replace those He b«» 
taken.** Lucy's look of happiness, of delight, A 
still before me ; no, in her brightest, happiest da/s 
I had never seen an expression of such perfect 

^anpiness in her Aeat iace, «a ^Vcvjl ^^ VfiaA up 

4' 
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her eyes to heaven with that look of deep, in- 
bense thankfulness ! Just then an old servant in 
]i foreign livery appeared leading the horse on 
B?hich he had followed, his young master, who 
aad ridden on before him. Taking Lucy's hand 
ji both his hands, the sweet fellow pressed his 
Lips to them and kissed them repeatedly. " He 
Ls so like him," said Lucy, holding the dear boy's 
band, and drawing back as she surveyed him fuDy ; 
and then again drawing him towards her* and liftr 
Lng the curling hair from his forehead and tenderly 
kissing him, " He is so like" — 

•• So like yourself, my own sweet wife; much more 
like you than even his dear father. O if he needed 
Buy recommendation to me, this likeness to you, his 
— ^his mother, would be quite sufficient." Ferdinand 
IHarington is fifteen, though he looks older from 
his height and his extreme slightness, and from the 
gracefulness of his carriage : his face is very youth- 
ful, and beams with that modest ingenuousness which 
one loves to see in a boy of his age. He was not in 
mourning when he came, but a band of black crape 
^as bound round his arm, in the way that a soldier 
irearo it when in mourning. 
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October 15. 
I am more and more pleased with the child, 
has given us. He is not, as I had almost feared he 
might be, a creature of impulse, swayed by the alter—' 
nations of his own feelings. It was not a 
excitement of spirits which prompted his words wh 
he first met us. It was rather, though in so 
a disciple, the exemplification of that inspired di — m^ e- 
scription : " Sorrowful, yet always rejoicing.** H-IBfe 
has been now some weeks with us, but the sam^^rse 
bright and buoyant spirit continues in all its £resHC=}i- 

ness ; and yet there is under all a quiet thoughtfig J - 

ness, — a manly earnestness really surprising in a 
mere boy. He had not been with us many 
when I told him that I thought it necessary that 
should settle himself down to a regular course of 
study ; and that I would willingly devote a p^'r* 
tion of every day to his education. I found that he 
had been well taught, and was advanced beyond 
his years ; and, what was far better, had been so 
thoroughly grounded, that what he knew, he koe^ 
well. He entered at once into my plan, and b0 
' -'* Ret himaetf sUaMaa^^ \ft ^q^\ v&SL,^ ^ 
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H have had but one occasion to complain of anything 
like inattention : but I felt the necessity of not 
letting it pass imnoticed. The humble, thankful' 
spirit "with which he received my admonitions has 
"much endeared him to me. He shews indeed on 
^1 occasions both to his new mother and to myself 
the aflfection and obedience of a duteous child. It 
"will be long indeed before he ceases to grieve deeply 
over the death of his own dear mother, as I have 
discovered on more than one occasion. But he soon 
learnt what heavy and grievous losses we had sus- 
tained, and he has always exerted himself to be 
cheerful when with us. He has a thousand delicate 
and winning ways of diverting our minds from our 
own sorrows, as if he felt that his one object on 
earth was to strive, as far as in him lay, to replace 
the children we have lost. To Lucy more especially, 
he shews the devotion of a watchful and loving child; 
and her hce brightens whenever he appears : without 
seeming to do so, he turns away her thoughts from 
the sad contemplation of the past, and in spite of 
herself he wiles away her sadness from her. 

His talent for music, which he inherits, I suppose, 
bom his German stock, is very xeinac\u^<b\ «sA\fiL^ 
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voice has a peculiar sweetness of tone. Sometimes, 
when sitting in mj study, I hear him digiag some 
fine old German hymn with his dear mother ; and ^ 
how lovely their two voices sound together ! One^ 
of the hymns, however, which is best suited to thei^:-_ 
voices is this : Lucy found it among my papers, an^ ^ 
they arranged it together. 

HYMN. 

How blessed are the sons of light 

Though poor on earth, and ill at ease ; 
The path of faith and not of sight. 

Is that of pleasantness and peace. 

Loud laughter and the idle jest. 

May rise amid the ungodly throng; 
But calm content and holy rest 

To pilgrims of the cross belong. 

In Thee, sweet Source of heavenly peace, « 

All fresh and living streams are found ; 
And the deep well knows no decrease, 

From whence those gladdening springs abound. 

What though the vain and worldly deem 

The ways of God a desert rude ; 
Green pastures and the tranquil stream 

Are found in that sweet solitude. 

There the good Shepherd loves to lead. 

In noontide heat His little flock ; 
There they repose, and lYvete iVk^y feed, 

fi^joeath the shadow o? lYve^BwiV- ' !^ 
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Fearless of harm, to that dear spring 
The dove descends, her wandering o'er, 

Laves in the stream her weary wing. 
Nor leaves the quiet shelter more. 

Thou God of grace, and peace, and love. 

Teach me to find that region blest ; 
Oh ! for the pinions of the dove, 

To flee away and be at rest 



October 17. 
The disciple of Christ, that is, the man who is 
^hat lie professes to be, a true disciple, has re- 
ceived from his Lord the knowledge of a divine 
alchemy, in the use of which the character of his 
Whole life undergoes a wondrous change. The secret 
:jf the Lord, — the secret of this divine alchemy is 
with him the secret of happiness. It matters not 
what the circumstances by which he is surrounded, 
may be: he is not the creature of circumstances. 
To a certain point he must be affected by them; but 
beyond that point, he is independent of all circum- 
tances. He has been enabled to stand out from them 
*^to rise superior to them. The enemy of his soul 
nui^ he said to be ever at the woik oi \>\xi'^Mv^ ^xasL 
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dth his fetters, even as the Philistines, when bind — 
ing Samson with " the seven green withys, or wit 
the new ropes which had never been occupied " : — hutM'. 
by a heaven-bom strength, he is enabled to burst ancE>.fz 
break tliem, " as a thread of tow is broken when ir-i 
toucheth the fire.'* Faith is the divine alchemy o^^ c 
which I speak: it changes the character of evei^ -■^'] 
object it comes in contact with: it transmutes alT-^CTJ], 
as it were, into a substance brighter, and more pr^— pre- 
cious tlian gold. I had written down the foregoii ^\g 
remarks the day before the first of my dear childr^^Hien 
was taken ill. I spoke of armour, it then seemmm^ed 
to me, in wliich I had full confidence : but I n^KDir 
feel like the soldier who has been in the thick of tSJbe 
battle : and what report do I make of my armowjx* ? 
Is it armour of proof? It is indeed: but I look at it, 
and I find tliat it has been sorely tried; many a dint 
on its hard surface, shows where the battle-axe of the 
foe has fallen with terrible force ; or where the spctf 
has been driven fiercely against it; — ^yet has it 
proved a secure defence to me. 



I believe that our beloved Ferdinand is reaOji 
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3 dear father's fall been overruled for good, both to 
3 wife, and to his child. Ferdinand tells me, that 
has been accustomed to read the Holy Scriptures 
th his tutor, the good Pastor Haller, from his ear- 
st childhood ; his father made this the chief point 
his education, and taught him that everything else 
s comparatively of little worth. " My dear tutor," 
d Ferdinand, " called the Bible the book of truth, 

4 

3 book of happiness, and the book of the heart; and 
r father made me promise him that I would never, 
God's grace, let a day pass, without searching the 
riptures." — "And have you kept your promise, Fer- 
land? have you never suffered a day to pass without 
ing this?"— "Hitherto, I have done so," he replied: 
mce or twice I had well nigh forgotten my pro- 
se ; but no, I have not yet broken it ; and I trust 
never shall. When my dear mother was ill, and 
uy from us, and my father so uneasy about her 
at he set off immediately to join her in this coun- 
r ; before he left me with my imcle, he took me to 
i own room, and said, * Ferdinand, we shall perhaps 
>t meet again on earth, though I trust we may, 
id very shortly ; but if it should not be so, remem- 
r, when I am gone, your promise, ue^et \jci \<^\. ^ 



oitett tea* ^ ,icYi »**' ,» • ^J^t »■ "* 
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Can yet do, to obey them both. " But do you love the 
l>o6k for its own sake, my dear Ferdinand? " I said. — 
** I hope I do," he replied, his eyes filling with tears : 
* * I am sure I do. I always read it with prayer for the 
Iloly Spirit to be my guide, and my interpreter, as 
tiiey taught me ; and I know it is, as my tutor said, 
tAie book of the heart — ^the book of truth, and the 
l>ook of happiness." 



October 20. 
We read in the Holy Scriptures* that in the taber- 
nacle and temple services of the people of the Lord, 
the inspired David appointed certain of the Levites, 
"Whose especial office it was to offer up thanksgivings 
and praises to the Lord God. This was an express 
ordinance of the Lord. We are told of Heman and 
Jeduthim and the rest that were chosen, who w^ere 
expressed by name to give thanks to the Lord. 
Thus also we learn that on that day, — the day 
when the ark of the Lord was brought into the city 
of David, and placed in the tabernacle which David 
had pitched for it, — that he delivered first a par- 
ticular Psalm, to thank the Lord, into the hand of 
♦ I Cbron. xvi, 4, 41— 7, ft. 
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the case in a truly brare person. Then, again, he is 
grave, thoughtful, and studious, with sense and judg- 
ment beyond his years ; and I sometimes think I 
have seldom seen ojne so admirably fitted, so Deu: as 
man can judge, for the sacred profession of the Gospel : 
I had written thui far when Ferdinand entered the 
room ; and it suddenly occurred to me that I would ask 
him if his mind had ever been turned to the considera- 
tion of any particular profession. I did so, and he 
answered : "By this time, my father, my profession 
may be already decided. It was only the night before 
we left Hanover that the Count, my father's uncle, told 
mamma in my presence that he believed her desire 
would be gratified — so it was doubtless at her request 
that the application had been made ; and that he ex- 
pected he should be able to send a commission in the 
army after us in a few weeks. But he charged her 
to keep the matter to herself, and on no accoimt to 
mention it to any one till his letter came. This letter 
has not yet come ; and I have been on the point of 
speaking to you several times, and have had to check 
my inclination, for you know I can have no reserves 
with you. In fact, I have not known whether I ovjl^cA. 
iw ought not to regard my mother's pxoTiaa^ %a\JYcA.« 
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ing on myself. Your direct question, however, has 
decided me to speak; for I should feel, when the 
letter arrives, as if I had been disingenuous, had I 
been silent now." 

** And you love the profession of a soldier then, 
Ferdinand?" 

The flitting colour deepened in his cheek, and his 
eyes sparkled. " Indeed I do," he answered. " It 
was at my wish that my mother spoke to Count Von 
Adelberg. I always wished to be a soldier, and never 
had a misgiving on the subject till I came to Spring- 
hurst. But since I have been with you," he added, 
in a voice of tender affection, "I have sometimes 
thought — only sometimes — ^that I should like of all 
things to be such a clergyman as you are, and to lead 
the life you lead, seeking the best happiness of all 
around you, and blessing and being blessed of all." 

November 2. 
The expected letter has arrived, and Ferdinand has 
received his commission as a comet in the regi- 
ment of dragoons. The boy's delight was extreme ; and 
"j^ooY Lucy tried to smile when he put the commission 
in her hands. He STpoke \jo \xBt ,\wX, ^ ^<^ XfX^'CBA 
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ifterwards, she could not trust her voice to answer 
dm. Indeed her eyes swam with tears, and before 
he was aware of it, one large tear fell upon the 
»archment in her trembling hands. The dear boy's 
ountenance fell, and he stood without speaking, 
s if grieved that his happiness should have caused 
;rief to one whom he loved so tenderly. But 
jucy recovered herself immediately; a glance at 
lis downcast face, told her what was passing in his 
dind; and brushing away her tears, she spoke to 
dm cheerfully ; and they were soon in earnest con- 
ersation on the subject; she, entering into every 
ittle detail which she thought would interest him, 
.nd adding at last, that she only hoped they would 
[ive her a little time to make up her mind to part- 
ng with him. " I am very selfish, dear Ferdinand," 
ihe said, " in thinking so much of myself; but yow 
aiow, that next to your father, you are dearer to me 
han any one on earth. I have no foolish fears as to 
^our danger ; for I know you will be as safe under 
xod's good providence, amid the fire and smoke of a 
lattle field, as under this quiet roof. Mi that I feel 
md fear, is parting with you, my dear, dear child •." 
nd she drew him towards her, ond^^^edLYsi^ ^Qr^Tvsi% 
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cheek, as she pressed him with all a mother*s tender- 
ness, to her bosom. Another letter had been brought 
with that which had liitherto occupied our attention 
so exclusively: and as my eye now fell upon it, I 
recognized the hand-writing of our beloved Lady 
Vernon. She has been absent with Miss Harcourt, 
at Buxton, having left Springhurst, by the urgent 
desire of her physician, the day before Ferdinand 
arrived. She had suffered much, on the death of our 
dear children ; and Dr. Burton saw that a change 
absolutely necessary for her; and had recommi 
her to try the bracing air, and the waters of th^B>» e 
Buxton springs. 

We had partly promised to follow her; but 
had been from the first unwilling to leave horn 
The coming of our Ferdinand acted like a charm n 



her health and spirits ; and seeing this, her own haamm^e 
seemed to me the best and happiest place for he^^^- 
Lady Vernon had found so much benefit from the mdi 
and waters of Buxton, that she had prolonged b^^ 
stay ; but the letter which we now opened, annoniie0^ 
her return to the Manor-house. On looking a seooiMi 
time at her letter, I .saw that she was to anivo Ait 
very morning : she ^^aa "^etW^^ «1 ^^wal -^^t^ ^^■* 
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alreadj arrived. She bad expressed a hope to see 
or hear something of us in the course of the day. 
ArVhy should we not set off for the Manor-house 
Immediately, I asked; and be perhaps waiting to 
^v^elcome her there ? We did so ; and we were 
there an hour before her arrival, standing on the steps 
of the old mansion, when her coa(^ drove up the 
ctyenue. It was a joyful meeting ; nay, it was the 
joy of the morning to us, after the heaviness of the 
night : and it was a lovely sight to witness the meet* 
ing of the aged saint, with the son of her- beloved 
xiephew. Could we have thought it possible, I said 
to myself, as we all knelt down together that evening, 
to offer our united praises and thanksgivings to the 
God of all praise — could we have thought it possible, 
vhen we look back to the grief which had gathered 
and settled over us, like a thick cloud, but a few 
months ago, that we should ever be so happy a^ 
we now are ? Ah, the sun of our life was as glori- 
ously bright behind that dismal cloud, as He now 
is ; though Wie saw Him not. 



December 2. 
Tb&re 8een^4ome doubts as to 'Fexdmaxiii'^ ^xvs^^^^V 



/ 
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ing to the property which he was to inherit from his 
mother. It appears that the De Lyle feonily have 
shown a disposition to dispute his claims : on what 
grounds, we cannot at present discover: hut we 
hear, through my elder hrother, who always knows 
what is passing in the world, that old Sir Germain 
and his fieunily are hitterly indignant on having learnt 
that their young kinsman is a protestant, and has been 
placed by his mother under my guardianship. Fer- 
dinand cares little about the matter, and has not ex- 
pressed a wish on the subject. His father's fortune, 
which is but moderate, will content him. The old 
family seat has only been occupied as a farm house o 
late years. The father of Charles and Lucy nevera 
resided there : and though my brother-in-law talked o^ 
restoring it, he did not live to do so. Lucy speak 
sometimes of some fiEunily pictures which she sui 
poses are still there; but she has never seen 



January 16, 1761. 
We have just returned from Temple Pleasanoc?'* 
where our whole family have been passing the Christ 
ma». Our venerable friend, Lady Vernon, notwidi' 
standing her advanced. a%e, xaaA^ oi^ft ^i^^^^Mta^^.'^ ^ 
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my father's special request. She has declared how- 
ever that this must he the last time of her leaving 
lier own home. She is now near ninety, and though 
lier health has greatly improved since she came to 
Springhurst, the time of her sojourn here, as she 
often reminds us, must he drawing towards its close. 
Her visit to Buxton has wondrously restored her 
Irom the shock she sustained in our late trials. She 
lias indeed felt deeply, for she seems to identify all 
our interests with her own. 

This family meeting has heen a most happy one, 
Sot since the time when the small-pox made its 
appearance in our village, we have heen seldom at 
Temple Pleasance. The birth of dear Cuthbert's 
:fir8t-bom child was expected about that time; and 
Xucy and I were anxious to put a stop to all inter- 
course between ourselves and our family while the 
frightful pestilence remained at Springhurst. It had 
ceased in our own house, after the deaths of our child- 
ren; but it still lingered in various parts of the 
parish ; every now and then appearing in some fresh 
quarter, though assuming a milder form — the disedse 
thus appearing to wear itself out. We had no fears 
for Ferdinand, who informed us, that "^Y^eii «». OdSA.\B|. 
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ne unspeakable consolation : I look at our charming 
J'erdinand, who is now our own child, and I see in 
lim, how the Father of mercies has replaced those 
vhom He has taken from us. 



February 3. 
Ferdinand has left us to join his regiment. The 
)rder came a few days ago. We were staying at 
he Manor-house at the time ; and when the letter 
irrived, we were conversing together about a volume 
vhich Lady Vernon had given to Ferdinand, and which 
ve had been reading with much interest. It was 
.he life of Colonel Gardiner, who fell at the battle 
>f Preston Pans, written by the excellent Dr* Dodd- 
ridge, of Northampton. His widow, Lady Frances 
Gardiner, had sent it, some years ago, to her friend 
Lady Vernon, who was anxious for Ferdinand to read 
it. We feel comforted to think that his attention should 
have been turned, before his departure, to the con- 
sideration of so bright a pattern of a Christian soldier. 
After Ferdinand had read the letter which summon- 
ed him t-o his regiment, he turned to Lady Vernon, 
and said, "I have a bold request to make. Will 
your LadjTBbip allow me to take ticie'ViOc^Liir^Tafc'^ 
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I should not easily forget it, but I should like to have 
it at hand that I might often turn to it It has taught 
me a lesson which you wish me to learn, my darling 
mother," he added, addressing himself to Lucy, 
whose eyes were fixed upon him. " I will try, in- 
deed I will try, with God's help, to prove to you that 
I know it is quite possible to be a brave soldier and 
yet a child of God." — " I only waited to offer the book 
to you, till I saw how you valued it, my dear child," 
said our aged friend ; " and I did you the justice in 
my own heart, Ferdinand, to believe that you would 
wish to have such an example of godliness in a gallant-^^^^ 
soldier always before you. Colonel Gardiner was 
brave and honourable ofl&cer when much younger 
you now are ; but many years passed away before 
took up the arms of a warfare which is not of thi^^ -8 
world, under the great Captain of our salvation ^4^- 
You see him, my Ferdinand, first as a man o- ^^^ 
the world, and then as a man of God. ' H^*^ ^ 
seems, in what you here read,* says Dr. Doddridge 
in his dedication to the son of this Christian warrioi 
* to be calling out to you from amidst the cloud ^^^ 
vn'tnesses by which you are surrounded, and vofftMg 
yon hy every genero\is aafli teiiSLet ^TL>^afi»C!X\fo umiIl 
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the footsteps of his Christian race, and strenuously 
to maintain that combat where the victory is, through 
divine grace, certain, and the prize an eternal king- 
dom in the heavens.'" 

The parting has been a sad trial to us all : at 
any time we should have felt it keenly, for the 
charming boy has wound himself round our hearts ; 
but as yet we are as those whose wounds are so re- 
cent, that they would easily be made to bleed afresh. 
I fear that I have borne up worse than any of the 
party, though I have kept my feelings as close as I 
could. Lucy has surprised me by her determined 
effort not to yield to her grief, and has made a suc- 
cessful struggle. She proposed our setting off to 
pay many pastoral visits at the further end of the 
parish immediately after the departure of our son. 
We returned home at a later hour than usual, having 
found that our interest in the trials of others, had 
greatly helped to make us forget our own. We 
have been with many whose aching hearts we sought 
to comfort, and who depend on our frequent visits 
for support or counsel. Oh ! I have often found 
that the best method I can take of throwing off tha 
ifmghtofmy ovm desponding spmt, \a\5a>aa \o %^ l^^sJQsi. 
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among the sick and the sorrowful of my own flocl 
and opening my Bible, to find there what our heayenk 
Father has spoken to them and to mjself ; and the 
kneeling down, and in their name and my own, 
speak in prayer to Him, and spread before His 
and pitying eye the troubles that oppress us. 

On coming from my study that evening to jod^ ^oi 
Lucy in the drawing-room, I found her, not cheeTttrrmzrfu 
— for that was out of the question — but bright, wcr^^^'th 
a charming animation of look and manner, as if ^re- 

solved not to let one shadow of gloom settle uQ^r^ii 
either of us. **I have been thinking, dear husbaDiK=u2,'* 
she said, *^ that I should be a graceless creature - in- 
deed to yield to anything like a murmuring spiK=ait; 
or to be otherwise than very, very happy, w^Hiiie 
you, who are everything in the world to me, are mJtill 
by my side. After the loss of our children, I cfcm^bt 
to have kept this ever in mind ; but fatigue and ^uf- 
fering had so tried my bodily frame that much oF xd/ 
self-recollection was gone, or at- least obscured. Id 
thinking of those that were gone, I was as one for- 
getting him that was left ; but I thank God it is not 
ao now. No, no, dearest Allan, the sense I bnv 

— aasi to me , aa^ o^i tc^i ^gt^«Xr— '^«i,^«\ 
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great — ^happiness as your wife, is not in the least ob- 
scured." How delightful were such words from one 
so inexpressibly dear to me ! People may say what 
they will abowt love before marriage ; but they know 
little about the matter, little indeed of true love, who 
can presume to compare it with the tried and tender 
affection of those who have been united, as Lucy and I 
have now been, in weal and in woe for many years. 
I cannot help observing to myself also the develope- 
ment of various lovely graces in her mind and character 
— graces only known to be less evident before, by see- 
ing them, as I do now, in their more perfected growth. 
" Our blessed Lord is teaching us a great lesson," 
she said ; " we can never be really happy till our will 
is conformed to His holy will ; and the more meekly 
we sit at His feet, looking up to Him with a single 
eye, and, quieting every faintest murmur, we listen 
for His still small voice, the better we shall learn of 
Him. We ask Him to teach us how to pray. He 
tells us to say, * Our Father which art in heaven, 
Thy will be done.' We ask Him to teach us to know 
His Holy will. He tells us that, * tbis is the will of 
God, even our sanctification, that we may indeed be 
hcfy aa He is holy, in order tihat ^e tuscj \>^ \i»:^Y5 
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•as He is happy.' Dear Allan, I should never mur- 
mur, I should be always thankful, if I did but always 
trust in Him. He has never failed me, never once 
deceived me. I know that I can trust^im with my 
happiness, my soul, my life ; and yet I cannot always 
trust Him with my will. I cannot trust in fact, to 
the will of one, who is not only the perfection of 
wisdom, but who is infinite love." 

"How well, my Lucy," I said, "have you described 
me, in thus describing yourself. We need more of 
His spirit; and let us seek it more constantly, of 
Him, of whom it is written that *He pleased not 
Himself,' and who said, when He came down to 
earth, *I come not to do my own will, but the will of 
Him that sent me.'" 

We have felt deeply the aflfectionate sympathy 
shewn towards us by my beloved flock in our late 
heavy affliction. Those even, who have suffered 
most themselves, have had a large portion of love 
and sorrow to spare for us. They have seemed, 
throughout, almost to forget their own trials when 
we have been with them, so deeply and so tenderly 
have they felt for us. And to-day, what joyfol 
greetings did "we meet mXJti msAki laKKj %.>s93iUft 



ij. 
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roof, because they saw that we looked happier, and 
in better health, than we have for the last few 
months. Dear Ferdinand seems to have won the 
admiration and the hearts of all who know him : 
some of them told us, that thej did not wonder at 
our loving him, and looking on him as our son, for 
that, sure enough, he was so like Madam Temple, 
that he might have been her own child. 

** I have wept for you," said the poor old widow, 
whose humble abode was the first I visited on com- 
ing to Springhurst, — " I have wept for you, my dear 
pastor, and my sweet lady, for you have been sorely 
tried ; and yet it has seemed to me, at times, as if 
I bad heard a voice from heaven, telling me rather 
to rejoice for you than to weep : for, if the Lord's 
chastening is the pooof of His love to the child in 
whom He delighteth, surely the heavier the chasten- 
ing, the greater the love. Dear lady, since I have 
seen the new blessing that God has given you, in 
that noble young gentleman, so like you in his looks 
and in his ways, I have thought to myseK, how true 
it is, that, though the Lord often gives to take away, 
He as often takes away to give again. You might 
baye said, not long ago, 'Gall me Tiot^QJ^TQc^\ <^^ 
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me Mara, for the Almighty hath dealt very hitterlj 
with me ' ; but now, when I look upon jou, I feelC^ 
bold to say to you, as the women of Israel said 
Naomi, — ' Blessed be the Lord, which hath not lei 
thee this day without a kinsman, that his name ma] 
be famous in Israel; and he shall be unto the^« 
a restorer of thy life, and a nourisher of thin*, 
old age; " 

Such words as these went to the very heart c^ oj 
my Lucy, and brought tears to her eyes, whiKZ^e 
they brought words of praise and thanksgiving ^" — to 
her lips. One of the sweetest seasons which i^^^e 
have lately enjoyed, was that which we passed ^Btjo- 
day in the company of that lowly saint, so dee^^ly 
experienced herself in the knowledge of the divi-ivse 
life, and in the exercises of faith. 

Before we parted, I asked her to tell me wla^at 
portion of God's sacred Word I should read with 
her. How beautiful was the choice she made ! liov 
suited to her own state on earth, and the spint 
of her own mindl "Let it be this," she meeilj 
replied ; and she pointed to the words she had been 
reading when we entered. The place of the Scrip* 
♦lire was tins, tlie Wnileeiivflsi OoK^Xfct ^^ the epiltb 
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the Hebrews, at the fourteenth and Mteenth 
arses : " Here have we no contmuing city, but we 
eek one to come. By Him, therefore, let us oflter 
lie sacrifice of praise to God continually, that is, the 
mit of our lips, giving thanks." 

June 18. 
I am much struck with the spirit of my sweet 
dfe's piety. He whom she sought in. her affliction 
LBS been true to His own great word, — ^that word 
a which He caused her to trust:— when was He 
ver otherwise ? She seems to me like a lovely 
ose-tree which I noticed in our garden yesterday, 
t was then standing erect, crowned with a bright 
^refusion of its beautiful blossoms, as a queen 
mong the flowers around it ; but the storm of last 
ight has poured forth its fury upon the fragile and 
elicate plant. The glow and the beauty of yester- 
ay are gone ; but is it less lovely, bending and 
Imost drooping to the ground, the heavy rain-drops 
anging like tears on its leaves and flowers, with the 
etuming sun-beams sparkling in every tear-drop? 
Uessed be the Lord God, for He giveth power to 
he &mt, and to them that have ixo xoi^X. 1^^ ^s^- 
aaeetb strength. 
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Luc7*s bright and joyous spirit has not comee^b^j 
back ; but though less joyful, she is more tJiankfiil. 
She seems to realize the apostle*s expressive words 
** rejoicing in hope **; her eyes— if I may so describi 
her spiritual condition-*-are more often turned awa^, 
from earth, and fixed with intent and longing 
on the opening glories of a brighter state ; and y^B»— ^^ 
she is more diligent than ever in attending to tbudBe 
commonest duties of her worldly calling. 

Rutherford has well said,-^"You must learn to 
make evils your great good; and to spin comfor^i^s, 
peace, joy, communion with Christ, out of yc^iir 
troubles, which are Christ's wooers, sent to speak d^r 
you to Himself. Thanks to God for crosses." I 
humbly say amen ! to these words. 

The following is a passage from another of Knth^r- 
ford's letters, which I copied out for Lucy, omitting 
some words not suited to her. How beautiful it is.' 
'* The Lord may gather his roses at what season of 
the year He pleaseth. You are taught to know and 
adore His sovereignty which He exerciseth over yoo» 
which is yet lustred with mercy. The children bfl^« 
but changed a bed in the garden, and are planted ^ 
higher, nearer the s\Mi, ^\M5t^ \k«^ \jcaSl thriw 



THANKFULNESS. $261 

than in their out-field moor-gronnd. Dearest 
at us go on and faint not ; something of ours 
eayen besides the flesh of our exalted Saviour^ 
e go on after our own. Time's thread in 
r, by some inches, than it was ; and our Cap* 
rho leadeth us on, is more than a conqueror^ 
takes us partakers of His conquests and yio- 



January, 1762. 

• is declared with Spain, as we have heard by 

r from my eldest brother this morning. The 

iment is sending out troops to Portugal, where 

presence is needed, our old ally refusing to 

rms against us. Our dear boy's regiment is 

i out on this •service ; and they were to sail 

3ek from the day when Cuthbert wrote. Fer- 

is with my brother and Gertrude, in Soho* 

and is to remain a day or two with them. 

Id have been a comfort to us had we been able 

him once more before his departure; but, 

3 all is best as it is. The parting would have 

sad trial to him, as well as to ourselves^ It 

yssible to help feeling aoxioxii^B wcA.xxsv'e&s^ ^t^^ 



■i 
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thinking of the peril to which our noble boy is 
sarilj exposed. But we know that the times are ^^ in 
God*s hand, and that it is as easy for Him to p^^i^re- 
serve his life in the hottest fire of the battle-field, .^k i as 
it is easy for Him to take his life in the more apf-^cDpa- 
rent security of peace. I trust we may not dishon^** -oor 
our fidth, and our profession, by any mistrust of BHBis 
goodness, whatever may be the event of this wa^^r to 
the son whom He has given us. 



February 20. 
I never remember to have seen so early and bo 
lovely a spring. The hedge-row banks are already 
fragrant with violets, and the soft, refreshing air teUa 
us that winter is departed ; the glad, liquid notes of 
the lark are ringing in my ears while I write, for the 
windows of my study are open ; life is awaking on 
every side after the death-sleep of winter : but alas 1 
it is too evident that, in a few days at furthest, deadi 
will have set its seal upon one who is veiy dear to 
our hearts. The flowers of spring may blossom <Bi 
her grave, but she will never see them again on tfai^ 
earth. Our dear Lady Vernon is reaching the an^ 
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ot to be mistaken, has come rapidly over her ; and, 
3 she tells us with smiles of heavenly peace upon 
er venerable countenance, she is longing to'put off 
16 body of this death, and to enter into rest. Lucy 
id I were with her the greater part of this day ; 
id we could only say, on leaving her, that she is 
•uly one whose conversation is in heaven. She 
)oke frequently of the shortness of her time among 
3, and Lucy was at last imable to restrain her tears. 
My dear child," she said, " why would you wish to 
etain me here ? Why would you keep me from Him 
a whose presence is my joy ? I have but one pang 
3 undergo, and that is, the parting with those I love 
n earth. Shall I confess to you," she said to me, 
pening her eyes after a long pause of silence, and 
aising her head, for she had been lying back in her 
irge arm-chair, supported by cushions — ** shall I 
onfess that I have been almost overwhelmed by a 
[read of the mysterious suffering of this separation 
»f body and soul which is now approaching. What 
lad I to do, in such a case, but to pray? And I 
lave prayed ; and I now see that those fears were 
>iii nlorbid imaginations, infused by the great adver- 
sary into mjr mind. He had taken a^N»xiXaJ^<5k q1 xcc^ 
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great weakness of body to disturb my peace ; but 
can now thank God for having graciously deliveredsa 
me from all my fears." Again she paused. Th^. 
effort of speaking but a few words had exhausted her < 
for a time. When her weak strength (for weak i"-^ 
was) returned, she said, with a peaceful 8mil< 
*< There is nothing terrible in death but the sting ^^^ 
but He hath taken away the sting, receiving it izf: i 
our stead." She took leave of Lucy, who will nxr^z^^ot, 
I fear, be able to see her again. ** The Lord IdV be 
with you, my own sweet child," she said, *'yoa ha^^^^Bve 
been more than a daughter to me ; and I bless iii^ iij 
thank God for all the happiness He has given me in 

you and your dear husband, and for bringing me to 

this place in my old age. I have never known sil ch 

happiness in the whole of my long earthly course^ as 
since I have come to Springhurst." 

She said no more ; and, after a few words <^ 
prayer, we departed, leaving her with her dear AT 
Harcourt, and her feithful Jenny Cox. 



This morning I received a summons before dtf^' 
break from Miss Harcourt. She sent me word, ths^ 
our beloved friend laaA. a\)^ateiXL\X.^ \svsX. ^Vs^ \is»Mes to 
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live; and that she had asked for me. I went, and 
found her at first unahle to speak, though she knew 
me, and greeted me with her usual smile — returning 
the pressure of mj hand, as I clasped hers. I said 
but little; for I felt that that was not a time for 
speaking; hut I opened the word of God, and read 
from time to time some few verses in various parts 
of the volume, which seemed to me best suited to 
her state: and then we knelt round her bed, and 
commended her parting spirit to the Lord. When 
our prayer was concluded, she looked at me, as I 
continued kneeling by her side, and said in a fdnt 
voice: " Shall we not offer praise as well as prayer? 
— let my last act be thanks and praise.*' I asked 
if she meant that we would sing ? She smiled, and 
pressed my hand ; and we sang together her favourite 
hymn, — ^a hymn of praise. When I pronounced the 
parting blessing : " Unto God's gracious mercy and 
protection we commit thee : the Lord bless thee, and 
keep thee: the Lord make His face to shine upon 
thee, and be gracious unto thee: the Lord lift up 
His countenance upon thee, and give thee peace, 
both now and evermore:" she flEdntly responded, 
**AmenJ " and then I heard tihe -^lotfii **\A««^r^st«aScL- 
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ing like a murmur from her lips, ''Lucy — Ferdinand 
— all." My hand was still clasped in hers; my 
finger on her wrist; and once I thought that all was 
over, for the pulse had stopped; hut she was gather- 
ing all her failing strength ; and looking up, as if her 
eyes were suddenly opened on some hright reality 
unseen hy us — slowly and distinctly she repeated 
those glorious words: "Thanks — ^thanks he to God, 
which giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus 
Christ." — ^And now the pulse had indeed stopped, 
for the spirit had passed away, even in the very act 
of thanksgiving. 

I hAd quitted the chamher of death, and was ahout 
to leave the house, on my return to the rectory, when 
a note was put into my hand; it was from, my sister 
Ellen, whom I had left with Lucy; and who had 
heen staying some days with us: it contained th 
joyful news of Lucy's safety, and of the hirth of 
little girl, during my absence. I had left her wi 
some anxiety, not knowing how soon her hour of tj 
might come upon her. But our dear Ellen was r 
at hand, occupying the next chamber to our o 
d I opened her door, and awoke her when I 

3d away, fearing t\ia\. livxc^ m^\.\i^ ^\a.tf 
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My feelings, as I walked along the lane, leading 

ftona the Manor-house to my own home, were like 

the web of human life, — a mingled texture of joy 

cuid sorrow : and as I crossed the broad corn-field by 

the footpath, leaving the winding lane and took the 

shortest way to the rectory, and looked upon the 

iBpringing blades of the young green wheat just rising 

oihove the surface of the earth, I thought also of that 

:field as I had seen it in the last harvest season, when 

tihe reapers were gathering the ripened com into 

sheaves: and I thought of the aged saint, whose 

fleparture from this world I might liken to thiB shock 

of ripe com which is ready for the gamer : and I saw, 

in the fresh blades of the young green wheat, a no 

less striking type of that new-bom infant, who had 

just entered upon the chequered scenes of this trou- 

hled life. If I felt called to mourn over the loss of 

her who was gone, still it was impossible not to 

rejoice by faith, that her warfare was accomplished, 

and she had entered into her glorious rest: and if 

my heart throbbed with delight, when I thought of 

her, who was come to gladden her mother^s heart 

and mine; ah, it was not possible to repress some 

awdouB feMv, as to the future, foi lik^Xt ^<SckK»^^s ^sc^ 
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helpless child. But while I was thus musing as I 
hastened onward, up rose a lark with its wild and 
thrilling song, making the whole welkin ring with 
the joyous melody. Had not my faith, I thon^^t, 
as strong a wing to hear my spirit upwards? — ^Had 
not my faith a hymn of praise and thanks, even more 
joyful, to offer to the great Giver of all good, from a 
heart overflowing vdth adoring gratitude. 



March 80. 
I cannot describe my joy to-day, on seeing my 
Lucy in fresh and blooming health, sitting, as in 
former times, vnih her infant in her arms: and yet 
all my joy, and her's is at present, dimmed and sub> 
dued by the thought which so often rises up to remind 
us of the loss we have sustained. But when we 
think on that rising thought, we feel that grie^ though 
natural — oh how very natural ! is out of place, when 
associated vrith. her. The long and weary journey at 
an end: the earthly house of this tabernacle ex- 
changed for the presence of the Lord. Such are the 
thoughts vdth which that blessed spirit should be 
connected in our minds. I have just returned from 
the church ; having ^^en ^"^ XjbJ^^X. \ft V^i xasmotf 
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j)ut Up. Our good Miss Harcourt comes to us to-day 
£x)m her brother's. She has promised to remain with 
138 till her cottage is ready for her, for on the death 
of her friend, she decided to make Springhurst her 
lioine. My father, with whom she was always a chief 
favourite, has insisted on giving her this cottage for 
laer life ; having often heard her admire its beautiful 
site. Lady Vernon has left the bulk of her pro- 
jpertj between Lucy and Ferdinand, and to the 
latter she has bequeathed also the fine old portrait 
of Lord Harington, by Zucchero; and Sir Amyas 
and Lady Haiington, by Vandyck. Miss Harcourt 
lias a legacy of a thousand pounds. Jenny Cox is to 
"take up her residence for the future, at her own par- 
ticular request, with us; though she has a handsome 
axmuity. The Manor-house, I fear, must stand empty. 
There was some talk of Cuthbert and Gertrude coming 
there ; but my father will not hear of their leaving him. 
Temple Pleasance, he says, is large enough for them 
all : and as they appear likely to have an increasing 
&mily, he has fitted up the left wing of the house 
with great elegance and comfort, for their especial 
Tise. J think, if he had his will, dear kind old man, 
Mid could &nd it in his consciencQ li^t \a ^o *&q^ V^ 
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wQuld settle Lucy and myself also with him ; i 

c 

true patriarchal style, he loves to be surround 
his children, and his grand-children. We are 
go to Temple Pleasance to-morrow, for a fortn 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 



May 9. 
E are beginning to be anxious about 
, our dear Ferdinand. We have no 
' letters from him; nor nevs of anj 
Idnd about him. But it is a foolish 
thing to do, to pay interest before hand for troubles 
that may never come. A more watchful eye than 
ours is fixed upon him ; and be is shielded by the 
protection of the Most High. 

I sometimes feel, as I ought always to feel, that I 
could hear to hear anythii^ of faimt,but that he had 
Mien away &om God, and was living in sin. Ah 
should he he taken from ua, — I wnte this with a 
trembling hand, but I wish to record it here with my 
own hand,— I am sure he will be taken from evil to 
coDM-. I am sure that hereafter vie tfnaa w« "a^^-wa- 
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dom and the mercy of so trying a dispensation, and 
bless the chastening hand of our loving and most 
gracious Father. 

July?. 

Our hearts are full of joy. Our beloved boy is re- 
turned — is with us now. He has been brought back, 
in God s good providence, in health* and safety. At 
this moment while I write, I hear his voice as the 
door of the drawing-room opens, I suppose to admit 
nurse and baby ; for a little crowing laugh reached 
my ear from the hall just now, and told me that she 
was coming in from her walk. 

On looking back to the foregoing page, I see that 
I have not written in this diary since that day, when, 
in deep anxiety of spirit, against which I endeavoured 
to struggle by faith and prayer, I anticipated a veiy 
different termination of our boy s campaign. 

The servants had shut up the house for the night, 
and we had all retired to our chambers. Lucy was 
fatigued and was already asleep. I had been reading 
in my dressing-room later than usual, and had just put 
out my light, when I went according to my usual cus- 
tom to the windoYT to \oo\lo\jl\. «X.^^\sMsgQ&»\ ^Q^tuh 
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\ ^ pouring hard ; but having thrown -up the sash, I 
stood there breathing the refreshing air, as it came in 
laden with the perfume of fiowers. I was just turn- 
ing away,, when I heard a carriage stop at the gate, 
and in another minute it drove up to the door. I 
heard the carriage door thrown open, and some one 
spring out. It is impossible to describe the joy with 
which I clearly distinguished in the deep stillness 
the pleasant voice of our dearest Ferdinand. " Shall 
I ring, or shall I not ?" he said, addressing himself 
to some one in the carriage. ** I fear we are too late, 
and they are all asleep. I hardly like to disturb 
them ; and yet I am quite sure they will love to be 
so disturbed." Another voice replied, but I stayed not 
to listen ; quickly and softly passing to our chamber, 
I lit my candle from the night-lamp, and in a few 
moments after the door was opened, and Ferdinand, 
his hair and face streaming with the pouring rain, 
was locked in my arms. No ; had he been my own 
child, I could not have loved him better — I could not 
have rejoiced more than I did at that delightftd 
meeting. His uncle, the Count Von Adelberg, was 
with him, and his -faithful servant, Franz^ who bftii 
gone with bia young master to tlie N?ar» \\3^<st^^'0sifc 
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good Count into the drawing-room ; and lighting the 
candles, which stood as when we had quitted the room, 
I left Ferdinand with him, and went to call the ser- 
vants. I found Jenny Cox, who has heen well used to 
wakeful nights, coming down the stairs, and sent her 
to rouse the household, while I went at once to Lucy. 
She awoke on my entering the room. " You are late, 
my dear husband,*' she said ; '' but I am glad your 
coming has awoke me. I have had an unpleasant . 
dream ; and I thought I saw our darling Ferdinand, ^ 
pale and wounded, carried from the field of batfle... 
He was in the enemy's hands, and I followed a£te: 
the men who took him, and entreated them to stop ;^ 
but the wind blew strongly, and I thought they coul< 
not or they would not hear me. But Ferdinand ha< 
seen me ; and as they bore him away, I heard hi— 
voice calling to me to come to him. Yes, dear AUai^v, 
I never heard anything more distinctly than I beared 
his voice." 

*' But dreams, dear Lucy," I said, smiling laid 
putting my arm round her— for she was sitting up 
in bed — " dreams — at least old wives say so— go bj 
contraries. Ferdinand is safe and well. I have 
^^Td tliat mt\uii VVie \fta\. Vwa\ «sA ^«$wk^r»— -^ 
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you may well look astonished — ^perhaps, you did 

ear his voice, and not in a dream." She passed 

li^er hand over her hrow, and then turning to me with 

d. look of half bewildered delight, " Am I still dream- 

uig ? or am I awake?" she said. "What is it you tell 

xne? Did I hear aright? Is Ferdinand here? Have 

I really heard the sweet fellow's voice ? Dear hus- 

iDand, tell me at once, and do not torture me by 

suspense. he is here, he is here! I did hear his 

>?^oice. Yes, I see by your looks that I am right. 

"Thank God! thank God!" and she clasped her 

liands; looking up, and thanking God with her whole 

lieart. As quietly and as briefly as I could, I told 

lier all. "You must go down to them," she said, 

**and 1 will soon be dressed, and join you." But this 

I would not hear of. "Well then, I promise to do 

just what you wish. I am so happy, and so calm, 

that I shall lie quietly here, blessing and praising 

God. How kind, how very kind of you, to think of 

me; and to come up to tell me : but before you go, 

dear Allan," she added, more gravely, "kneel down 

beside me, if only for one minute, and offer up, if 

but a few short words of thanks and praise. Let us 

£an3t think of Him, and bless "Hiax, \iCi%<6>0aKt^ ^^^ 
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has been unspeakably 'gracious to us. — ^Allan,** ^^^ 
said, as I was leaving the room, " I must see F^^" 
dinand to-night. If I may not get up, and go to 
him, you must bring him up to me." He came up 
immediately; striving to tread lightly with his spur* 
red and clanking boots upon the stairs; and entering 
her room on tiptoe, he knelt down beside her beA 
and kissed repeatedly the hand she joyfully extended 
to him at his entrance. She threw her arms round 
his neck, and embraced him tenderly; and ah! with 
what looks of deep affection did she gaze upon biiu* 
"No," she said at length, "he is not altered. The 
world has not yet begun its despoiling work upou 
him. I have so much to ask you, my Ferdinand; 
but it must be at another time. You must not b6 
both absent from my dear uncle : go to him, and ff^^ 
him my love and warmest greeting: and say, I am 
not equal to another interview to-night : to-morrow I 
hope to tell him myself with what delight we wel- 
come him to Springhurst." Ferdinand rose to go; 
but just as he approached the door, she stopped him: 
"Another minute," she said, " come back for another 
minute, that I may look at you. Dear Allan, hov 
he is grown, ani \io^ \)t\^V «sA^€^V<6 \sySn^\ «n4 



I 
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bat is the uniform of your regiment : you have 
ideed quite a martial air. Why, my Ferdinand^ 
ill you ever condescend to nurse the little creature 
'horn you have overlooked ?" Saying this, she drew 
side the curtain, close to which Ferdinand had been 
Qeeling. He sprung forward at her words, and 
3Lzed with astonished delight upon the lovely infant, 
ho lay smiling in her rosy sleep : and whose little 
ib was sheltered beneath the folds of the curtain. 
You must be very gentle," she said, as he stooped 
5wn to kiss the child, " or you will wake her ; and 
len her first impressions may be anything but pleas- 
ig, on finding a terrible soldier by her bedside." But 
) she said this, she passed her hand caressingly 
rer the bending head of him whom she loved with 
I much affection as her own infant. " But all this 
me," said I, "our worthy uncle is waiting supper; 
id we shall have him coming to seek us, if we re- 
Bin much longer." — "This is indeed happiness," 
id Ferdinand; " I never was so happy before. You 
e glad to see me. You love me ; but no, with all 
►ur love to me, you cannot feel to me, as I do to- 
irds you, my own dear father and mother." How 
\anmng were such words from t\iat. <^DSL"i ^i <3Nst 
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love, to Lucy and to me : I felt my heart overflow 
with thankfulness to God, and with affection to our 
noble boy : and as I looked upon him, and marked 
the change which had passed over him since he left 
us — ^his fine countenance so full of fire and sweet- 
ness — his tall erect figure — ^his manly, graceful bear- 
ing; and saw still the same ingenuous expression, 
the same affection, I felt that he was dearer to me 
than ever ; and I said to myself, Lucy is right ; he 
has passed through this first ordeal, unscathed and 
unspoiled. 



When I returned to my chamber, Lucy was asleep^. ^. 

and when I arose in the morning she was still sleep * 

ing quietly. I did not disturb her, feeling that hei 
delicate frame was doubtless recruiting itself aftei 
the excitement and agitation of the past night 

We were sitting at breakfast when the door opened. -^ 
and Lucy entered with her infant in her arms ; he:^ 
sweet face lighted with smiles, and bright with all 
the bloom and freshness of health. " Welcome, 
again and again welcome to Springhurst," she said^ 
as she met the embrace of the Count. " It was in- 
deed a delightful sxirprae, xo^ ^fe«x \s5i^^,\fe\»a^ 
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t:liat you were come to us. How long, how very long 
it is since we last met !" 

" Yes, my child," he replied, " it is a long time, in 
"this short life, for those who love one another to 
\>e separated. The last time I saw you was in the 
circle of the court of my charming countrywoman, 
<3ueen Caroline, and I well rememher your child- 
like delight on that evening, because the Queen had 
given you a diamond bracelet with a miniature of 
herself on the clasp. You seemed in your element 
then, amid the gaiety and splendour of St. James's." 
** And now the young maid of honour, dear imcle, 
has merged into the sober matron and a country 
parson's wife; in fact, into a respectable middle- 
aged woman." 

•* No, no," said Ferdinand, "we cannot allow that, 
can we, uncle?" 

"Has Ferdinand been at court, during his ab- 
sence," said Lucy to the Coimt, " that he has learnt 
to flatter ? Here, my darling boy," she added, " take 
my little Gertrude, and find a better occupation in 
nursing her, while I sit down and finish my break- 
fast as quickly as I can." Ferdinand held out his 
arms to take his little sistet, ani ^^ \o<^<&^ ^\s«> 
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happy fjEice for a moment, smiled at him, stretched 
out her little arms to him, and went to him -with a 
laugh of delight Nurse came in to put on the baby's 
cloak and bonnet, and to take her into the garden ; 
but again she stretched out her arms to Ferdinand, 
and he kissed her and took her again into his arms 
and carried her off, with nurse smiling and following 
to the garden. As he was going, the Count followed 
him with his eyes, and said, '' He may love to play 
with children, but, young as he is, he has proFed that 
he can act with men. He is a noble youth, and has 
won the love and respect of almost all his brother 
officers; he is in hxst the favourite of the whole 
regiment. He shewed so much courage and gal- 
lantry in the action which took place at ^ that 
he received the thanks of his commanding officer, 
and was promoted on the spot. Perhaps you did 
not observe that he wears a lieutenant's uniform, 
and I warrant me he has said nothing on the sub- 
ject ; but, poor boy, he has had his trials — ^not in 
battle, but afterwards. We met at Paris. I went 
thither in my official duties when the general peace 
was proclaimed there, amd wrote to him to ask for 
leave of absence and ^om me ^cte. 1^^ ^x^^ksw^ 5&. 
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liis brother officers came also to Paris. One of these 
joung men (a vain, insolent fellow, it seems, and as 
much disliked in the regiment as Ferdinand is loved) 
^as extremely jealous of him, from pique and annoy- 
^ance at his popularity. He sought an occasion of quar- 
reling with him ; but Ferdinand's sweet temper and 
kindness ofheart for awhile baffled him. He managed, 
however, to construe some unintentional neglect on 
Ferdinand's part into an insult, and challenged him 
to fight, to the astonishment of every one : he wrote 
in reply a calm but decided refusal to accept the 
challenge; saying at the same time as decidedly, 
that he denied having insulted him, but that if he 
had unintentionally offended him, or, in any way hurt 
his feelings, he begged to express his sincere con-' 
cem for having done so. Poor Ferdinand's refusal 
to fight waa immediately published everywhere by 
his relentless adversary, who seemed determined to 
provoke him, or to ruin his character. 

** He succeeded in giving the whole affair a most 
unpleasant publicity, and you may easily suppose 
what the opinion of the world would be on the sub- 
ject. Ferdinand was reasoned with by the youn^^ 
admonished by the old; bis ptm.cv^'&a oi Vot^^^st 
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appealed to, nay, some of his associates passed him 
without speaking, and would not even notice him. 
At last I thought it i^ duty to speak to him very 
seriously on the suhjcct. In ordinary cases, as I 
told him, I disapproved of duelling as much as he. 
did; hut I could not help thinking that his was a 
peculiar one; and considering his profession as a 
soldier, and the notoriety which the whole a£Mi had 
acquired, I saw nothing for him hut to fight. 

" He said little in reply, and what he did say, he 
said gravely and respectfully ; indeed he had hecome 
very grave and thoughtful, and I saw that his wonted 
cheerfulness was almost gone; hut his resolute spirit 
was not to he shaken. * It is hard to bear,* he said, 
'hut it must be borne: it is a trial for which I was 
not unprepared: I had made up my mind on the 
subject, before I joined my regiment : I had counted 
the fiost, and endeavoured to fix my principles ; and 
nothing has, as yet, occurred which has led me to 
think I ought to change them. I will fight nowhere 
but in the field.'" 

** Noble fellow," said Lucy, the tears filling her 

eyes; " but all that you tell me, only confirms the 

very high opinion 1 hsA iotmeSi Q»i>DMXi. Vqs:^^^^;:«wS^ 
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observed the strength of principle, and the stedfast 
purpose to do right, under all his charming gaiety, 
and even playfulness ; and ,1 am now more and 
more convinced that there must be a foundation of 
such godly principles, to produce true cheerfulness — 
that of the heart. Dear imcle, I heartily approve 
of Ferdinand's conduct on that trying occasion ; and 
I thank God from my heart, that he has been 
enabled to overcome his great difficulty; the chief 
difficulty to him, and to every one — ^the acting up 
to his principles — when the time of trial came. I 
know well, from what he has told me, that he has 
been taught by his admirable tutor, the Pastor Haller, 
as he calls him, to keep before his eyes a very differ- 
ent standard from that of the ungodly world; and 
he has simply and stedfastly adhered this standard." 

"But what," I inquired, "was the issue of this 
affair? " 

" Not exactly that which I had expected," "replied 
the count. "I feared that Ferdinand would never 
recover the position which he had lost: but it so hap- 
pened, that a copy of the dispatches sent to England 
by the commanding officer in the late afiGsdr in 
Portugal, was obtained from Eiii^aiA, \>i ^^si^ ^^ 
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high christian character and distinguished rank, who 
was then in France. She was one of the very few 
who could and did appreciate Ferdinand's conduct 
This admirahle woman took pains to circulate the 
account reported in those dispatches of our dear hoj*s 
extraordinary hravery. And thus it was that his 
principles began to be understood: and though some 
few continued to smile at what they deemed his 
absurd singularity, every one was conyinced of his 
courage. He has been enabled to stand his ground, 
and to prove to us all that his ground is a rock." 

We were still conversing on this subject, when 
Ferdinand again made his appearance, with little 
Gertrude fast asleep in his arms. " Nurse has or- 
dered me in, " he said smiling, '* and as I am 
accustomed to obey orders, I have brought my lovely 
little charge to the arms of her from whom I 
received it. And I have also remembered," he add- 
ed, turning to the count, " a promise of yours, my 
dear uncle, that you would go with my father and 
myself to see the dear old Manor-house. Has my 
uncle told you the good news," he said to Lucy, 
" that h^ has some thoughts of coming to live among 
115 ? H^ has quite reWrefli iiom ^ofeXwi \i\fc\ %sA%k 
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he fears that he cannot persuade you or me to go and 
live vdth. him in Germany; and, loving no others, 
he kindly says, so well on earth; if he can find a 
house, he will end his days among us. Now, won't 
the Manor-house suit him exactly ? " — " I should say 
yes, my dear Ferdinand," replied Lucy; "hut as 
my uncle has to judge for himself, and is here to do 
so, I suppose we must allow him to decide as he 
pleases. However, I am delighted even at the pros- 
pect of such an event, and I am determined to be 
one of your party. If you will only stop till I 
have laid this little treasure in her crib, and left 
nurse, who I see is waiting in the hall, to attend to 
her own duties, I will be ready to go with you im- 
mediately ; and to help you, my darling boy, to point 
out, and prove to our excellent uncle, that the Manor- 
house is grand enough for the establishment of a 
German count, and comfortable enough for the home 
of a private gentleman." — " And if he does decide to 
come," said Ferdinand joyfully, " who do you think 
is to form part of that establishment ? My own dear 
venerable tutor, the Pastor Haller. Worn out by his 
labours, and forbidden to work any longer, and or- 
dered by bia doctors to give uj \^ OasMt^^^ «sAxvs&. 
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some other country for a season, he has promised to 
reside with the count, as his chaplain : and my uncle 
and I are in hopes, as he has lately lost his wife, 
that he will decide on remaining with him entirely." 



September 4. 
The Manor-house has been purchased by the Count 
Von Adelberg. My father is so much pleased with 
the prospect of securing as a neighbour a man of the 
Count's worth, and, in fiEu^t, an old and unforgotten 
friend, that he has consented to sell the place to 
him, with all the manorial rights, etc., attaching to 
it. It was scarcely large enough for the Count's 
establishment — at least he thought so, and we were 
too glad to have him here to express a different opi 
nion — ^he is, therefore, adding several noble rooms, an 
making other alterations in the house and grounds 
His servants are already established there ; but W( 
have prevailed on our good uncle to remain with 
till his mansion is ready for him. We came hom^^^ 
from Temple Pleasance yesterday, in order to be ot:^ 
the spot to receive the Pastor Haller, who is daily" 
expected. He is also to reside with us, till he re- 
moves with the Count to t\ie 'i&.wiox^wiafc. 
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September 8. 
The Pastor Haller arrived last night. What a 
privilege I feel it to be permitted to receive such a 
guest under my roof! What inimitable simplicity, 
what heavenly wisdom, what fire and yet what meek- 
ness in this venerable man ! He reminds me of 
what I have been told of the godly Herman Franke, 
who was his tutor, and the friend of his early days. 
His very coimtenance resembles that of Herman 
Franke, if one may judge by the portrait I have 
seen of him; the same mild, benevolent features, 
the same lofty brow and long white hair falling to 
his shoulders. Now that I see him and Ferdinand 
together, and observe the tender affection of the 
good old man for his former pupil, and the love 
and respect of our dearest boy for him, I no longer 
wonder at the decided piety and singular loveliness 
of Ferdinand's character. He is the child of the 
godly Pastor's prayers and the godly Pastor's teach- 
ing; prayers that brought down the blessing of 
the Lord God upon the precepts and the. examples 
of the teacher. I find the conversation of t3ai& 
good old man most spiritual and. e^^m%« ^ ^"^ 
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especially struck -with his deep and unaffected 
humility. He has more of the mind that was in 
Christ Jesus than any one I have ever met with. 
He does not seem distinguished for gifts ; but the 
graces of the Holy Spirit shine forth with a mild 
and steady lustre, not only in his words and actions, 
but in his very looks. Ah, who would not say of 
him that in lowliness of mind he esteems others 
better than himself? How wonderful are the ways 
of God ! what a ground for deep thankfulness do 
I find in the good providence of my God, which has 
brought such a minister of his Blessed Son to this 
place ! How much do I find wanting in myself, how 
much may I not learn from the conversation and the 
example of this meek disciple of the Lamb of God ! 
I am astonished that our beloved Constance, after 
having known so single-minded and lovely a disciple 
of our Blessed Lord as this godly Pastor Haller, 
could ever have consented to give up the charge of 
her son's education, even for a time, to Mr. Basil De 

Lyle. The Pastor was, it seems, absent from A 

at the time of her return to Germany ; and, after all, 

who can wonder at the influence obtained by so 

wily a Jesuit, so peiieet am««X«t ^1\sa «»Sx.^w^w 
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weak and nervous woman as our poor sister then 
was. It would have been grievous indeed to have 
seen that ingenuous and noble boy, brought under 
the influence of the Jesuits; corrupted from the 
simplicity which is in Christ ; and spoilt through 
philosophy and vain deceit, after the tradition of 
men, after the rudiments of the world, and not 
after Christ. But such I fear must have been the 
case, if, at his tender age, Ferdinand had been placed 
under the charge of that subtle spirit, Basil de Lyle ; 
a very different teacher from the godly pastor Haller. 





THANKFULNESS. 



CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 



; HE good Paator seems very happy 
^JlIM^ with ua. He is deeply interested in 
e new sphere in which he is placed. 
He has been in France, but this is hia 
first visit to England, and he tells me that he does not 
think he could ever have found himself bo much at 
home io any country as in England. He sees many 
points of resemblance between the English and the 
German character ; and he speaks English remark- 
ably well, having found no difficulty in acquiring the 
language. He is charmed with the pastoral charac- 
ter of our landscapes, and with the habits of our cot- 
tagers. He is indeed already at home in many of 
their humble dwellings, and often passes his mornings 
in reading the Holy Sciiptures to them. Ferdinand 
is his constant com^aasKon, aaft. ftie^ m* u"&Kii ii»i»aK 
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together for hours. We pierceive with much pleasure 
that the excellent old man is daily improving in 
health. Springhurst agrees with his constitution; 
its clear and bracing air seems to restore his ener- 
gies, and he expresses much satisfaction in consider- 
ing this place as his future abode. Dear, good old 
man, he has already endeared himself to every one, 
and I am not surprised ; for he seems never to 
neglect an opportunity of spreading his Master's 
kingdom, and speaking of his Master's love to all 
who come within the reach of his influence ! 



Oh the privilege, the comfort of femily prayer ; 
the thankfulness we ought to feel, and I trust do 
feel, for this great and precious privilege ! Is it 
not to be admitted to the presence-chamber of the 
King of kings? I endeavour to think of this, to 
realize this privilege. At such seasons I say to 
myself, as we go to the room where the family are 
accustomed to assemble : How we ought to rejoice ! — 
to JJiank the Lord God ! We are going to the 
presence-chamber of the King, and to bow before 
the throne where He sits in all His majesty and 
loveliness, to hear all our petitioiis, \g «jw:«^^. ^^ 
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that we are permitted and enabled to offer unto 
Him, to stretch forth His golden sceptre and gra- 
ciously encourage us to plead with Him, to praise 
Him, and to thank Him. Yes, to thank Him, let 
me still bear this in mind ! whatever the prayer or 
the supplication or the request, it must be ac- 
companied by thanksgiving. I hope and I think 
that I do love to thank and to praise the Lord ; but 
I still mourn over a too unthankful spirit. 



The design which I have kept constantly before 
me, since I came to this place, has been to cultivate 
among my flock a spirit of humility ; that lowliness 
of mind which is declared by the apostle to be " the 
mind that was in Christ." In this I did but follow 
the example of my admirable friend, Mr. Falkland. 
He rightly considered a lowly mind as the only 
ground of all life and growth in godliness. I rejoice 
to think that clear views and sound doctrines are 
held by the little body of true believers in this 
parish ; but I should not rejoice as I do in them, 
did I not see that tXie^ axe* %\SX \s\at^ distinguished 
hy a lovely, CliristriaLe \i\3qmai\.i . \x.*^ ^x^^^^ija&Nss^ 
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ground also that a spirit of love to myself and to 
one another has sprung up. Mr. Falkland was here 
in like manner my guide. One of the maxims wliich 
he kept ever hefore the people was this : knowledge, 
that is mere knowledge, pufifeth up; hut charity 
edifieth, that is, love huildeth up. I found these 
words in Greek, cut into the upper cornice of the 
large long bookcase in the study, immediately over 
the shelves where his favourite works on controversial 
divinity were ranged : '^H yvdoiQ ^vaioi^ ij tl ayaini 
oiKoiofiti, Our good German pastor has been speak- 
ing to me of the state of this parish. He has 
noticed the humility and the affection among my 
beloved people to which I refer. " Yes, my dear 
friend," he said, " I rejoice to think that I may say 
of your flock : * See how these Christians love one 
another.'" I have indeed cause for thankfulness 
upon the retrospect of the past. The goodness of 
God to me, both in my ministerial and domestic 
life, fills my heart with gratitude, and my mouth 
■with praise; but what a call for deep humiliation! 
Who and what am I to be so honoured and blessed 
of God ; I, who am not worthy of the least of all 
His mercies ? give me, gracious \iOX^, ^ ^s^'srsfc 
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subdued will ; not only with regard to great events, 
but to every least occurrence ; not in one thing, nor 
in many things, but in everything. 

I am much struck with the habits, and manage- 
ment of time of this excellent clergyman: calm and 
quiet as he is, he evidently considers it a sin to 
waste any portion of the day ; and studies to pass, 
as he has told me, every day, as if it were his last 
How much am I daily learning from him. I am an 
early riser ; but I was surprised a few mornings ago, 
by finding that he was still earlier than myself in 
his habits. I was tempted by the fineness of the 
morning to take my Bible from my study table, 
instead of sitting down there as usual for an hour 
or two before breakfast : and I thought that I would 
seek a favorite retreat, — the pleasant summer-house 
at the end of the old nut-tree walk in the garden. 
As I left the house, the sun was rising with such 
gorgeous splendour above the hills in the direction 
of Springhead, that instead of taking the direct path 
to the summer-house, I took the more circuitous way 
by the path that skirts the lawn, and was soon stand- 
ing on the brow oi t\ie ^Vygvsi^ hill, on the eastern 
side of the old sumiaei-^ioxsAft, ^\sl^ ^^\&ss!Ais^ ^ 
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full view of the open country. There I stood watch- 
ing the glorious rising of the golden orb; and as I 
opened my book, and the slanting rays fell upon the 
sacred pages, and lit up the words of life, my spirits 
rose, and my whole heart was filled with gladness. 
The returning light of the early sunbeams had never 
seemed so welcome, or so beautiful to me : and as I 
breathed the freshening air, I felt as if I drank in 
an elixir of health with its pure reviving influences. 
I was beginning to read the fiftieth Psalm — " The 
mighty God, even the Lord hath spoken, and called 
the earth, from the rising of the sun unto the going 
down thereof. Out of Zion, the perfection of beauty, 
God hath shined." I stopped, — my attention was 
arrested — slowly, solemnly, and most sweetly, the 
soft notes of an air of exquisite melody rose upon 
the stillness of that early hour : at first, the sounds 
seemed to me those of an instrument of music ; but 
I soon perceived that the instrument was the human 
voice, or rather two voices singing in parts, with per- 
fect harmony, a hymn of praise to the Lord God. 
The voices were full, and rich in tone, and so admira- 
bly true the one to the other, that I could sometimes 
have thought I heard but one voice, \ ^Xft^WfiXe^^- 
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ing to them, almost breathless with delight and 
admiration, fearful lest a movement of mine should 
interrupt those sweet and soothing sounds. 

When the hymn ceased, I turned my head and 
looked up at the window of the sunmier-house, for 
it was from thence those mysterious sounds had 
proceeded : the window stood open, and then a voice, 
which I recognized as that of the Pastor Haller, 
was alone heard. He was reading aloud in German 
the same magnificent Psalm, on which my own eyes 
had been before fixed in my English Bible. I read 
German, having learnt to do so from Lucy, who 
speaks it with as much ease as English. The last 
words were yet sounding in my ears : " Whoso offer- 
eth praise, glorifieth me, and to him that ordereth 
his conversation aright, will I show the salvation of 
God" — when I quietly stole away, and sought the 
entrance of the old nut-tree walk, by which I now 
made my approach to the summer-house. It is a 
square building, open in front, and supported by 
pillars, and raised by a few steps about the level of 
the garden. It was built of some old pieces of dark 
oak, which were tbrowu aaide and sold, on the re- 
building of squire A4am«.'^ \io\i&^, ^ ^^^ssf^eNS^, 
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Such fine old carved wood is thought little of in the 
present day — I must say indeed that I think the style 
of building and of furniture now in fashion, deplora- 
bly poor and ungraceful. Mrs. Adams and her 
daughters would not let the kind old squire rest till 
they had pulled down the old hall, and built a spruce 
modem house, which they have furnished according 
to the newest fashion; and the carved oaken pillars 
and panels once in Harbridge Hall are now to be 
found in the summer-house in my garden ; and some 
of the stained glass which was also sold, is in the 
casement windows of the said summer-house. 

It was as I supposed. The voices I had heard 
were those of the Pastor Haller and Ferdinand. 
The Pastor was sitting by the open window, his 
large German Bible open before him, his finger 
placed upon some passage of the inspired word, to 
which he was doubtless directing the attention of 
his youthful companion, for his face was turned 
towards him as he spoke. Ferdinand stood leaning 
on the back of his chair, his brow knit with earnest 
thought, and his eyes fixed intently on the coun- 
tenance of the Pastor. They were both so entirely 
occupied by the subject of their coTnet^'aJaGTL^ KioaX 
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I was Standing before them at the entrance of the 
summer-house for some moments, unnoticed by 
either of them. The Pastor Haller was speaking to 
Ferdinand of the character of Daniel, of his manly 
decision and holy simplicity, and of his fearlessness 
of man; and how all these great qualities were 
blended with so much of divine wisdom, and win- 
ning gentleness, that he was evidently enabled 
during the whole term of his sojourn at Babylon, to 
preserve his inflexible integrity, and his purity of 
life ; and to maintain so lovely a consistency in the 
eyes of all men — his enemies being his judges — ^in 
the midst of the most ensnaring corruptions, and the 
most unbounded licentiousness : that they could find 
none occasion or fault against him, except concerning 
the law of his God. 

The Pastor was the first to see me ; and though 
he turned towards me a glance of recognition, he 
did not, at first, cease speaking : and when he did so, 
he mildly said: "The importance of the subject 
before us, dear friend, will be a sufficient apology to 
you, for my not rising to greet you with my morning 
salutations. My EexAmosiA. asvii I have already en- 
joyed many a de\igia\i\\\ seaaoti^\.>i5cL%i'e»^ ^'bV TaaTa? 
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ing hours, in this pleasant summer-house. I love 
the sacred inscription you have placed above its 
entrance : it raises my heart to that frame in which 
we ought to contemplate all the dealings of our* gra- 
cious God with us. Ah ! my friend, this is one great 
reason why I love to be with you ; and find myseK 
so happy in this place. I find you awake, as it were, 
to a duty, nay, a privilege which is so rarely met 
with even in the society of God's own people; and 
one, alas ! in which I sorrowfully confess I have been 
shamefully wanting. But here I find all thankful, 
and everywhere thankfulness ; it may be almost said 
to be graven on your door-posts ; it meets the eye 
upon the very articles in use upon your table" — ^e 
here alluded to the motto, which has belonged to our 
femily for some centuries) — * think and thank ! ' 
"Yes," he repeated, "who would not praise Him? 
Who that can think of all His goodness can do 
otherwise than thank Him ? It is delightful to rise 
betimes, is it not, my friend ? " he added, " and to 
welcome the return of light with songs of praise to 
Him, who has made the sim the type of His incarnate 
seK; and has risen indeed as the swxi oi xY^c^Rssosar 
ness upon this long benighted -s^oTVdi^m^V^^^^'^^ 
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his wings. I would wish to loo^ upon a new day as 
a precious gift to me from God ; to realize the un- 
speakable importance of the new day— rthe present 
day. I well remember the golden words of my 
beloved Herman Franke : " I reflect," said he, " that 
all my precious days have departed into eternity, 
and that I have therefore to forget them; but that 
with the present day, I must make a real new begin- 
ning, in order to spend it as the first and the last : — 
as the first, that a new and vigorous power may be 
excited in me, for the accomplishment of the Lord's 
work; and as the last, that it may seem to me, as if 
afterwards there was no time remaining to retrieve 
what I might neglect on this day." — " You are right, 
my excellent friend," I replied, "in calling those 
words, golden words ; and you do indeed begin the 
day in the best manner, with your hymn of praise. 
I heard, unseen by you, that noble hymn which Fer- 
dinand and you were singing together. The air is 
magnificent, as much from its simphcity, as its me- 
lody." — ** It is by a young countryman of mine," he 
said, " named Haydn, whose genius is beginning to be 
acknowledged t\iroug\io\3Lt all Germany. He is of 
liumble parentage, \)ut\ie\iSA^tft««^l'Kas8«^\si^^ 
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to the first rank of modem composers. In originality 
and imagination, he is almost without a rival." — " I 
cannot help. regretting the neglect of so glorious a 
part of the worship of Almighty God, as singing, " 
I replied ; "for it is much neglected in this country; 
and yet it appears to me a most fitting channel for 
praise and thanksgiving. We have hired singers in 
our churches, and hired choristers in our cathedrals ; 
and we do not often find much devotion in such per- 
sons : but the singing of a congregation, either in a 
private house or in a church, is rare indeed. We 
need men with the spirit of a Luther among us, realiz- 
ing the fine exhortation of the apostle: *Is any 
merry, let him smg psalms.' Your great reformer 
indeed went beyond this; for when he desired to 
rejoice before God in tribulation, he was wont to say : 
* Let us sing,' — and the psalm that he chose was well 
suited to fill the fearful soul with confidence in God. 
Come, let us sing the forty-sixth psalm." 



November 3. 
Ferdinand has just quitted the room. I have not 
yet recovered the astonishment occasioned \i^ -^Vss^ 
has taken place between us. 1 \^ Taa^* ^^ '^'^^ "^^ 



802 THANKFULNESS. 

most distant idea of what has been working in bis 
mind since his return. The more I think of this 
conversation, the more do I feel convinced that the 
state of mind to which he has been brought, is the 
work of God ; and if it be, the work will stand. 

He was sitting opposite me in my study, and 
more than once he raised his head, and his eyes 
met mine : he seemed as if about to speak ; but 
again he cast down his eyes, and did not. " What 
is it?" I said at length, "there is something on 
your mind, my Ferdinand, which you wish to tell 
me. Why are you so silent ?" 

" My mind misgives me," he replied gravely, 
" but you are right, my father, I do wish to speak ; 
my heart is full, and I know that you are the one 
whom I am bound, as much by affection and incli- 
nation, as by duty, to consult." He rose up, drew 
near, and stood respectfully before me. ** What I 
am about to say is no mere sudden fancy, lightlj 
conceive4,.or lightly considered by me. It has been 
for some length of time the one fixed and settled 
thought of my whole soul. Before I returned to 
joa — ^in the midst oi l\ie cam^,this one thought wa» 
ever present mth me ; aa^ ««Mi^ ^ x^\»rftfe\\issa&> 
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it has rooted itself deeply in my heart. Do not, 
I entreat you, when I have told you, — do not for 
a moment suppose that I have spoken till after deep 
searchings of heart, and much anxious, earnest prayer: 
do not accuse me of loving change. I ask for your 
consent, nay more, for your approval, of the step 
which I desire to take. It is the first wish of my 
heart to become a minister of the Gospel, and thus 
to devote myself to the service of the God of all 
grace. You may perhaps tell me that it is quite 
possible to do this in the profession to which I now 
belong, and to a certain extent I fully agree ; but 
surely, when the daily calling in the world is that 
of the pastor of Christ's sheep, I may thus make a 
more entire dedication of myself to God, than in 
any other way. I do not speak now of the pure 
and peaceful happiness of the ministerial life. I 
would rather say: The love of Christ constraineth 
me to spend and to be spent as a minister of His 
sanctuary, and as a pastor of His sheep. I have 
the less scruple in avowing my wishes on this sub- 
ject as the war is over, and a season of peace has 
set in. I know, from what your kind bT»t\ift^ ^i^isL 
me, that there is some f eai oi «b ^^ \st£»iKsa% ^sva^. 
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in our American Colonies ; and if such an event 
were to occur, I have no hesitation in saying how 
deeply I should deplore the duty hy which I might 
he compelled to raise my hand against my own 
countrymen — ^for such the American colonists surely 
are. However, I put this consideration also out of 
the question. I speak only of the single desire 
of my whole soul, should God so order it, to take 
holy orders, and to live the life to which you and 
my heloved Pastor Haller have devoted yourselves. 
Will you consult together, and if you should find, 
on searching me deeply, that you can approve my 
choice, will you allow me to ask you (not to decide 
for me, I do not wish that) — hut will you allow me 
to decide for myself. I do not ask for this per- 
mission immediately. I do not request you to give 
me any reply at present." He was silent for a few 
minutes, and then with a still deeper solemnity of 
look and voice he said : "To follow Him, who shed 
His costly hlood for me ; to hear the message of 
His unspeakable love from house to house ; to stand 
forth as a witness for Him, and proclaim the un- 
searchable riches oi BAs \Mi%d.om ; to feed the flock 
o{ God, whicli He \iaX\i ^xxxOaja&fe^ ^^ "^^ ^rwi. 



THANKFULNESS. 305 

blood; to feed His l^imbs — His sheep, taJdng the 

oversight thereof, not by constraint, but willingly ; 

not for filthy lucre, but of a ready mind ; to know 

nothing but Christ crucified. — This is the one 

thought, the one desire of my whole heart and 

soul." I was still silent, I could scarcely believe 

my eyes that Ferdinand stood before me; he seemed 

to me another creature, and stood forth altogether 

in a new character. I had seen him grave and 

thoughtful before; but the profoimd humility, the 

manly earnestness, the energy of a deep-fed burning 

zeal, all concentrated and all directed to the calling 

of a lowly Christian pastor — all this I saw, and I saw 

it, where I had never seen, or thought to see it, — in 

the young and ardent soldier before me. He fixed 

his eyes mildly but steadily upon me, and he said : 

" I do not think you are displeased with me, my 

father, and yet I fear, you are." 

"Dear, noble boy," I answered, "I am perplex- 
ed, astonished, taken wholly by surprise, but dis- 
pleased — no, I am not displeased ; never have 
I been so much pleased with you as I now am, 
never have I loved you so tenderly as I now do *. 
but jou are right in asking £ot lio svjAiietL ^^^^svw^^ 
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as to the advice I may give j(nl T^ have come 
to me as jour Meml, jour Either; aad I most 
think, I must pray, that I may fulfil &ithfullj the 
trust so sacredly reposed in me. God bless you, 
my own child, and guide and strengthen you.** His 
whole face, which had hitherto been pale, was now 
brightly flushed, and his earnest eyes beamed with 
affection, as he clasped my hands and sai#; " Yes, 
you are more than a father to me." I presled him 
to my heart : not another word was spoken, and we 
separated. 

November 4. 
I have consulted the good Pastor Haller on the 
subject of the above-mentioned interview. His coun- 
tenance brightened when he heard what Ferdinand 
had said to me. Instead of raising objections, he 
replied : *' Almost the first vnsh of my heart will be 
gratified, to see that young man a minister of Christ. 
I hoi>ed for this, I prayed for it — ^if in accordance 
with God's blessed will — and I have been, till now, 
disappointed. But I see that my anxious desire 
will now be realized. It is plain to me that he has 
at length received a divine call ; and I can truly 
say, that I have fteViom xsifcX. m\Ja. «sv^ <s«ifc ^ ^^ 
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£tted, humanly speaking, for the office of the minis- 
try. I have known him from his birth, and I have 
ever looked upon him as peculiarly a child of grace ; 
and yet while he was with me in my own country, 
how often did he remind me of the record given of 
the youthful Samuel ! We are told that * The Lord 
had set His love upon him\ and that * The Lord had 
called him* ; and yet the child knew not the voice,—* 
knew not that it was the Lord that spoke unto him. 
But I come to Spnnghurst, and I find him fully 
awakened to his high destiny as an immortal being 
and as an heir of glory. In all that I have seen 
of him, and in all that he has said to me, I re 
cognize the unfolded graces of a truly regenerate 
and devoted child of God. I cannot, indeed, ex- 
press to you, my brother, the happiness I have lately 
experienced in the many conversations I have had 
with our beloved Ferdinand. Ah ! if I said that 
since I have come to Spnnghurst I find everywhere 
thankfulness ; I am sure I may add, that I find 
in everything a cause and a call for thankfulness 
to the God of all grace and love. 

But was Lucy, my thoughtful, heavenly-minded 
Lucy, forgotten in the question oi ^eT^^«x^^^ :^^«»^ 
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posed entrance upon the ministry of the Church of 
God ? Few if any had so great a claim to be con- 
sulted, few were better qualified to take a right view, 
and give a right decision on the subject. 

After Ferdinand left me, he went immediately to 
his mother, and told her everything that had taken 
place between us. With her usual quickness of per- 
ception, and clear discernment of character, she seems 
to have been enabled to view the subject in- all its 
bearings, to form her judgment and to make her 
decision, as to the advice that she ought to give 
him. This, however, she did not communicate 
at the time to him; but waited till she could hear 
what I thought on the subject. But she entered at 
once into all his feelings with the warmest sympathy; 
and they conversed for more than an hour in the 
most unreserved maniier, weighing every objection, 
and seeking to come to a right understanding and 
a clear perception of the path of duty. 

" The subject before us," said Lucy afterwards to 

me, " seemed to resolve itself immediately into this 

question : in which profession, and by which way, can 

our beloved Ferdinand give glory most effectually to 

God ? Is it not by eii\feTta% \x^ti ^ <iaSi£sas|^^^^tsis3o. 
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demands, more directly than any other, the entire 
devotedness of the whole man, body, soul, and spirit, 
to His service ? And then but one other question 
remains to be considered; and that is: has Ferdi- 
nand received a decided call to enter upon this holy 
vocation ? " 

I found that we had come to the same conclusion, 
— Lucy, during the interview between herself and 
Ferdinand, — I, in the quiet cogitations of my own 
study, after Ferdinand had left me. But we were 
both filled with an unconscious joy: and before the 
decision of our beloved child was finally made, I 
suspect that both Lucy and I were taking it for 
granted that the point was settled, and rejoicing 
accordingly. 

December 25. 

The decision is made. My son will obey the call, 
which is so evidently from God. 

January 1. 

In what a state of calm and thankful happiness 
has this new year found us. It seems to me, that 
we are like a company of pilgrims, who have at last 
reached the green pastures and the still waters i >r^ 
have passed through vario\ia tio\i\Afi^, «sA xasccc^ ^ass^r 
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gers on our way. Time and grace seem to have 
softened their character, as we look back upon them ; 
and we may well take up the strain of the sweet singer 
of Israel, and say : ** Surely, goodness and mercy have 
followed us all the days of our life." An imknown 
future lies before us: but surely, the experience of 
the past, and a strengthened fiEdth in the infinite 
wisdom and perfect goodness of God, should teach us, 
and I hope have taught us, to trust Him with an 
implicit and an unquestioning confidence as to that 
future. Of one thing I am more and more deeply 
convinced : that we have need of increased watchful- 
ness, and of increasing prayer, to the attainment, not 
only of an entire submission to all His dispensations, 
but of a perfect acquiescence to His most blessed 
will. The ground of all His dealings with us, is His 
own sovereign grace and goodness to lost and wretch- 
ed sinners. His gospel is peculiarly a message of 
pardon to one, unworthy, not only of forgiveness, but 
of notice. What then should be the eflfect of such 
goodness upon us — the return for such love, from 
us ? The eflfect should be, the deepest sense of His 
goodness. The return, the thankfulness-of our whole 
lieart. 
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Yes, He has made all things work together for 
good, to me and mine; and what can I do hut pray 
that a spirit of praise and thanksgiving may be spread 
over Hub whole of our future course, whatever its 
character may be ; even as the soft but radiant light 
from heaven is spread over the chequered landscape 
below, when it lies steeped in the lustre of a glorious 
sunset. Surely we have cause to go on our way 
rejoicing; for our feet are upon the rock, and our faces 
Zionward, and the desire of our hearts is for a fuller 
and more clear assurance that we are rooted and built 
up in Him, and stablished in the feith, as we have 
been taught ; abounding therein with thanksgiving." 



The diary of the Rev. Allan Temple here comes 
to a break, though not to a conclusion, and here 
we close our extracts. We have not yet been able 
to put our hands on the remainder, though we be- 
lieve that we know where it is to be found. We 
spoke of him at the commencement of this volume 
as pursuing his quiet way, little known or noticed, in 

• 

the wilderness of the world; but we had at that 
time no account of him before us, beyond that ^basJa. 
is given in these pages. Auotket ^«jcJ«^^X. ^s»^ \iss^- 
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ever, forthcoming, contaiDing the sequel of his story, 
to be published or not as may be deemed advisable : 
I believe from what I am now told, that we shall 
find Mr. Temple in a position very different from 
that in which he has hitherto apjjoared before the 
reader. The reception given to this portion of the 
diary of Mr. Temple and his gentle and pious wife, 
will probably determine the question whether the 
other portion should be published. 
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